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IN HYPNOTISM , 


shows how to hypnotize 


in 30 seconds! 


Yes, an amazing new method has been developed to 
bring on quick, easy induction of the hypnotic trance. 
Now, for the first time, you too can benefit from this 


recent discovery in hypnotic induction. 


QUICK RESULTS 


Want to hypnotize your friends? Your club members? HOW TO HYPNOTIZE is a 
remarkable primer that shows you just how to master the latest improved induction 
methods. The author, a widely experienced hypnotist and consultant, gives you the 
exact positions to take, the precise phraseology, all the steps necessary to hypnotize 
even the most difficult subjects. 







Rien... 





ENTIRELY NEW METHOD 


Until recently the process of hypnotic induction was large- 
ly based on trial and error methods which succeeded mainly 
with subjects who were highly susceptible to hypnosis in the 
first place. The truth is that these highly susceptible subjects 
make up a very small percentage of the population. That is 
why amateurs and beginning hypnotists have so often been 
disappointed in their attempts at trance induction. Now, 
however, recent scientific research has developed ENTIRE- 
LY NEW METHODS that are not only sure fire in their 
results but quick and easy to achieve! For the first time, 
these new methods are presented in HOW TO HYPNOTIZE 
in language that you can easily and successfully follow on 
the very. first reading! 

















Photographically Illustrated 


40 photographic illustrations show how 
you can achieve trance induction in as 
little as 30 seconds! 


FREE 10-DAY OFFER 


FREE 10-day examination of this 
book is offered to you if you mail 
us coupon today. If not delighted 
with results return it within 10 
days for a full refund of the pur- 
chase price. 


FREE 10-DAY OFFER: 
Mail Coupon Today 










SHOWS YOU STEP BY STEP 


This book — which has been acclaimed by doctors and 
psychologists — is guaranteed to give you all the know-how 
necessary to induce the trance state in others. It not only 
explains the latest discoveries in hypnotic induction, but it 
shows step by step, move by move, exactly how to bring on 
the trance; how to transform the trance into deeper and still 
deeper states; and how to terminate the trance quickly and 
effectively without any dangers whatsoever. You are even 
given alternative methods, so that you can actually chose 


the one that suits you best. 


USED BY DOCTORS 


The book that is being used by doctors and psy- 
chologists to learn hypnotic induction is now 


FOR ONLY 


available to you 






GUARANTEE 


This guarantees you that HOW TO HYPNOTIZE will show you how to in- 
duce the trance, or your purchase price will be refunded upon return 
of the book. Signed, BOND BOOK 





Bond Book Co., Dept. H-557 
43 W. 61st Street, New York 23, N.Y 


Send How to Hypnotize for 10 day Free trial. My purchase price will | 


be promptly refunded if I’m not satisfied. 


0 Send C.0.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus postage. 
© | enclose $1.98. Bond Book pays postage. 
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Are you a guy 
who didn't. 


MARRY THE 
BOSS'S | 





DAUGHTER? 


They tell us it’s a good way to get ahead. The 
tough part is...there aren't enough bosses’ 


daughters to go around. But there’s another 


way to call your shots. 


How? Look at the want ads! Business and 
industry are crying for men with special train- 
ing. 60,000 Engineers—Industrial Supervisors, 
Communications and Traffic Specialists are 
urgently needed. Demand has never been 
greater—or salaries higher—for trained people. 


With the right kind of training you can step 
into one of these jobs — write your own ticket. 
Without it you must‘compete with a few million 
other guys who are in the same boat. And, if 
times get tough, it’s not going to be a good 
boat to be in. 


For Real Job Security —Get an I. C. S. Diploma! 





INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 


BOX 67724E , SCRANTON 15, PENNA. 





So act now! Choose the education for men 
who want to get ahead fast. Pick your future 
from success-proven I.C.S. courses. Whichever 
field you choose it will be right because all I.C.S. 
courses are developed by business and industry 
leaders who know what you need to know to’ 
go places. 


You get personalized guidance. Earn as you 
learn. Study in your spare time — at your own 
pace. And when you get the coveted I.C.S. 
diploma, it’s the frosting on the cake. Chances 
are by that time you've already been snapped 


up for a bigger job with a bigger price tag. 


Don’t wait another day! Choose your course 
and send for the free career booklets offered 
below. 


Accredited Member, 
National Home Study Council 


LES 


1. C.S., Scranton ‘S Penna. 





(Partial list of 258 courses) 


Without cost or obligation, send me ‘“‘HOW to SUCCEED” and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson): 


ARCHITECTURE 
and BUILDING 
CONSTRUCTION 

O Air Conditioning 

O Architecture. 

O Arch. Drawing and 
Designing 

O Building Contractor 

O Building Estimator 

C) Carpenter Builder 

O Carpentry and Millwork 

O Carpenter Foreman 

O Heating 

O Painting Contractor 

O Plumbing 

O Reading Arch. Blueprints 


AVIATION 

O Aero-Engineering Technology 

O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic 
BUSINESS 

O Accounting 

D Advertising 

O Business Administration 

O Business Management 

O Cost Accounting 

O Creative Salesmanship 

O Managing a Small Business 

D Professional Secretary 

O Public Accounting. 

O Purchasing Agent 

O  Salesmanship 

© Salesmanship and 
Management 

O Traffic Management 


CHEMICAL 
D Analytical Chemistry 
O Chemical Engineering 
O Chem. Lab. Technician 
O Elements of Nuclear Energy 
O General Chemistry 
0 Natural Gas Prod. and Trans. 
O Petroleum Prod. and Engr. 
© Professional Engineer (Chem) 
O Pulp and Paper Making 


ART 
O Commercial Art 
O Magazine Illus. 
O) Show Card and 
Sign Lettering 
O Sketching and Painting 
AUTOMOTIVE 
O Automobile 
0 Auto Body Rebuilding 
and Refinishing 
O Auto Engine Tuneup 
O Auto Technician 


Name. : Age 
Ci a One 
Occupation. 


—____—_State. 


CIVIL 
ENGINEERING 

D Civil Engineering 

O Construction Engineering 

OD Highway Engineering 

O Professional Engineer (Civil) 

- O Reading Struc. Blueprints 

D Sanitary Engineer 

© Structural Engineering 

O Surveying and Mapping 


gDRAFTING 
OD Aircraft Drafting 

O Architectural Drafting 

O Drafting & Machine Design 
D Electrical Drafting 

O Mechanical Drafting 

O Sheet Metal Drafting 

O Structural Drafting 


ELECTRICAL 
O Electrical Engineering 
O Elec. Engr. Technician 
O Elec. Light and Power 
O Practical Electrician 
O Practical Lineman 
0 Professional Engineer (Elec) 


HIGH SCHOOL 
DD High School Diploma 


O Good English © Industrial Electronics . 
© High School Mathematics O Practical Radio-TV Eng'r'g 
O High School Science O Practical Telephony 
O Short Story Writing O Radio-TV Servicing 
LEADERSHIP 
O Industrial Foremanship RAILROAD 
© Industrial Supervision Car Inspector and Air Brake 
O Personnel-Labor Relations Diesel Electrician _ 
Diesel Engr. and Fireman 


ppb al th id Diesel Locomotive 
MECHANICAL 
TEAM and 


and SHOP s 
O Diesel Engines DIESEL POWER 
O Gas-Elec. Welding — Combustion Engineering 
O Industrial Engineering — Power Plant Engineer 
‘CO Industria: Instrumentation Stationary Diesel Engr. 
O Industrial Metallurgy O Stationary Fireman 
TEXTILE 


© Industrial Safety 
0 Machine Shop Practice 

O Carding and Spinning 
O Cotton Manufacture 


O Mechanical Engineering 
oO eon pyoneet (Mech) 
CO Quality Contro : Cotton Warping and Weavin 
[3 Reading Shop Blueprints 5 Loom Fixing Technician 
Qo Rent ieeration and O Textile Designing 
ir Conditioning te Finishi i 
© Tool Design’ CI Tool Making 5 Textile Finishing & Dyeing 
RADIO, TELEVISION (© Warping and Weaving — 
O Worsted Manufacturing 


O General Electronics Tech. 


Home Address 


Working Hours A.M. to P.M, 


Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, 
Canada. . . . Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. 
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Your Thinning Hair 


... will you do something 
about it before friends begin to notice ? 


How thousands have used 
a home plan over the past 
14 years to help solve this 
problem. 


If your hair is thinning or hairline 
receding, you are the first to notice. 

In the cycle of hair growth a few 
hairs fall every day, of course, and in 
normal growth their place is eventually 
taken by new hairs. 

But when you discover many hairs in 
your comb, or when shampooing brings 
them out, that’s “it”! 

Generally you notice this hair-thinning 
about two years before your friends do, 

though they may be thoughtful and 
polite enough to keep quiet longer 
than that. : 

Eventually, however, they comment 
that “It looks like you have more ‘fore- 
head’ than a year or so ago.” Now the 
problem has become full blown and... 


You wonder what to do 


First, let’s look into probable causes: 

In the hair cycle we’ve already men- 
tioned, the hair roots, or follicles as 
they are called, produce hairs, then rest, 
and then produce again. 

It is believed that thinning of hair, 
and balding, are caused in most cases 
because follicles do not resume their 
production after the resting period. 

Here’s how all this is technically de- 
scribed (underlining, and parenthetical 
phrases, are for explanatory emphasis): 


_ “When a follicle approaches the end of 
its growth cycle, a club hair is formed above 
the bulb and the bulb is largely destroyed, 
leaving the follicle much shorter, and hav- 
ing a hair germ of undifferentiated cells 
(not of specialized form, character and 
function), which is the seed for the next 


Zz, N ORLD-FAMOUS 


SCALP AND HAIR 


APPLICATIONS AND MASSAGE 


© 1959, Carl Brandenfels 





These pictures are not posed by a professional 
model. They are actual “before” and “after” pic- 
tures of a user of the Home Plan described here. 


generation of hair. When activity is set off 
again, the simple hair germ rebuilds a bulb 
which then manufactures hair and the inner 
root sheath again.” (When activity isn’t set 
off again that’s when hair thinning starts. ) 

“During its period of growth, a follicle 
produces hair to its fullest capacity and 
cannot be pushed beyond its limits. Increased 
hair production, then, can only be achieved 
by initiating activity in quiescent follicles, 
and preventing them from going into. the 
(permanent) resting state.” 


How can this be done? 


How can this be done, you ask? 

Consider the Brandenfels Home Plan 
of Scalp Applications and Massage 
which have, in 14 years, helped thous- 
ands of men and women with scalp 
problems, including thinning hair. 

The Brandenfels Home Plan for scalp 
reconditioning is the use, according to 
directions, of two liquid applications, 
in conjunction with a special massage 
method designed to help dilate blood 
vessels in the scalp so that more blood* 





* With ageing there is a progressive transformation of 
growing hatr follicles into lanugo types (those that pro- 
duce fine, short hairs—as on the back of the hand). 
The growing hair follicles are richly vascularized (sup- 
plied with blood vessels) but the lanugo hairs have only 
one or two capillaries associated with their hair bulb.” 


(Technical quotations on this page are from "The | 
Biology of Hair Growth,” a summary of papers 
presented at the London conference on The Biology 
of Hair Growth as edited by Drs. William Mon- 
tagna and Richard A, Ellis and published by 
Academic Press, Inc., New York and London.) 









City. 


Name 


Address. 


will reach the area. All this is easily done 
at home, without expensive office calls. 

While results vary from individual to 
individual (as with any remedy) be- 
cause of systemic differences, general 
health and localized scalp conditions, 
the Brandenfels Plan offers a real and 
tangible prospect of success in a sub- 
stantial portion of cases. 


Independent’ state-licensed certified 
public accountants have counted and 
made affidavits as to over 24,000 testi- 
monials in the Brandenfels office, at 
their last tabulation. 


The four chief benefits specifically 
mentioned are: 
e Renewed Hair Growth. 
e Reduction of Excessive Hair Fall. 
e Relief from Dandruff Scale. 
¢ Other Improved Scalp Conditions. 


If you, or someone you know, have ex- 
cessively. falling hair, a rapidly receding 
hair line, or other unhealthy scalp con- 
ditions, you owe it to yourself, your 
family and your business associates to 
get full information on the Brandenfels 
Home System. Every day you delay may 
make your problem just that much 
more difficult. a 
Remember that even on smooth bald 
heads hair roots may still be alive and 


capable of growing hair again after 


proper stimulation. “Increased hair pro- 
duction can only be achieved by initi- 
ating activity in quiescent follicles—pre- 
venting them from going into the. 
(permanent) resting state.” 

Write for information today! Use cou- 
pon below, or send letter or postcard 
now. No agent will call. Address 
Carl Brandenfels, 2250 Columbia Blvd., 
St. Helens, Oregon. 


CARL BRANDENFELS 
2250 Columbia Bivd., St. Helens, Oregon 


| 

| 

| 

| Please send me, without any obligation on my 
| own part, your FREE information on how I can 
| take hope for new hair. 








State. 
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SEX BOOKS—RIGHT OR WRONG? 
Dear SIR!: 

My compliments to Mr. J. H. LeB. 
Smyth, and how right he is! (May) It’s 
about time someone had the courage 
to speak out about all that nonsense of 
the importance of satisfying a woman 
above everything else. What the devil, 
our fathers didn’t worry about such 
things, and as far as I can remember, 
my mother and the women of her gen- 
eration were a lot happier and better off 
than my wife and her friends are today. 

The average guy is certainly hooked 
by his wife. He works, comes home to 
do the supper dishes, the cleaning and 
shopping and gardening on Saturdays, 
and if he does anything out of the way 
—maybe you'd be surprised to know 
how many “nice” wives ration their 
love-making. 

We men have been letting the women 
get away with murder in the past gen- 
eration, and it’s a shame we haven't 
got the guts to do something about it 
now. 


VMN 


Springfield, Ill. » 


Dear SIRI: 

Say, what rock did that. Mr. Smyth 
creep out from under? The nerve of the 
man, making women sound like vultures 
who take everything and give nothing! 

‘I don’t read sex books myself, but 
I’m sure the authors of these books 
know what they’re talking about. I guess 
everybody but Mr. Smyth knows that 
it'takes longer for a woman to get into 
the mood for love than it does a man. 
As a matter of fact, most of the men I 
meet seem to have nothing else on their 
minds. 

American men are always talking 
about how great European girls are. 
Well, that works both ways. American 
girls go for European men—and do you 
know why? Because Europeans aren’t 


afraid to spend a little time on the - 


preliminaries. They don’t have to read 
sex books; they instinctively know what 
they're doing. 

I don’t think Mr. Smyth has a thing 
to worry about. American men won’t 
become gigolos in a million years; they 


ws 


will never know that much about love! 

As for becoming impotent, that’s prob- 

ably because they’re such Mama’s boys. 
Helen. H. 
Pensacola, Fla. 


MORE ON LOST BOMBER 
Dear SIR!: 

Congratulations on scooping TV! I 
was very interested in reading about 
the Lost Bomber Desert Mystery in 
your March issue and surprised when 
I saw it listed on TV a couple of weeks 
back. It was a great television show— 
as good as your story. 

It’s funny the way things happen— 
a week or so later I read in the paper 
where they had finally found five of the 
crew from the plane. 

Please keep on giving us true war 
experience stories like this one. My 
friends and I sure do like them. 

Nelson G. 
Trenton, N. J. 


PRO BEATNIK 
Dear SIR!: 

You and all the other magazines I 
read are always saying how awful the 


beatniks are, that they never wash, 


don’t work, spend all their time sipping 
coffee; reading pornographic poetry or 
making love. Well, all that may be 
true; I’ve never met a real beatnik so 
I wouldn’t know. However, I have read 
Jack Kerouac’s book “On the Road” and 
now I’m reading his “Dharma Bums.” 
Frankly I enjoy his writing very much, 
and he gives an almost entirely different 
picture of beatniks. I believe he was 
one of the first fellows in the movement, 
so maybe he’s talking about his own 
friends, and the real slobs came along 
later. 


Anyway, the beatniks in Kerouac’s 
books may fool around with girls, ‘but 
they’re also real intellectuals and they 
do work, when the spirit moves them. 
The greatest thing about them is that 
they seem to have so much freedom. 
They really do as they please—they 
study, they travel, they sit up all night 
if they like. They have time to really 


live, to look at things, to think about ~ 


them. 


I didn’t have any life of my own 
when I was in my teens and early 20’s. 
I had to quit school to support my 
mother and sister, and later got mar- 
ried. I’m not complaining about my 
wife or anything like that, only at times 
I get the feeling I missed a lot when I 
was young. I still wish I'd gone to 
school and done some crazy things and 
had some memories. Maybe that’s why 
I go for Kerouac’s books and feel sym- 
pathetic toward beatniks. 

_ Mr. J. W. 
Austin, Tex. 


ROGER TOUHY'S GUILT 
Dear SIRI: 

Your story on Roger Touhy (May) 
interested me very much. I can go along 
with the theory he was framed on the 
Factor kidnaping rap, but he was prob- 
ably guilty as hell on something else. 
Why would an innocent man surround 
himself with convicted mobsters as 
Touhy did back in the ’30’sP And if he 
was innocent of everything except boot- 
legging, why would he be murdered in 
a gangland-type slaying as soon as he 
got out of prison? 

I think there are too many loose ends 


‘in this case to say he was just an inno- 


cent victim of a frame-up. 
Paul A. 
Walnut Creek, Calif. 


KENTUKY DERBY NO TRUE CLASSIC 
Dear SIR!: 

Sorry to have to contradict you, but 
the Kentucky Derby is not a true rac- 
ing classic. The true Derby distance 
in England is longer, somewhat like 
our Belmont Stakes—a mile and a half. 
Also, the Derby is run too early in the 
year. Some real good horses haven't 
matured enough to run their true race. 

W.C. 
Lexington, Ky. 


ROCKY'S REDOUBTABLE RIGHT 
Dear SIR!: 

Just what the hell did Johansson beat 
when he bounced around D’Amato’s 
toe-dancing protege, will-o’--the-wisp 
Floyd Patterson? 

Patterson came out of the Olympics 
with a lot of promise but was wet- 
nursed by D’Amato, so any Ability he 
might have had never developed. So 
Ingo knocked over an unproved, un- 
tested champ, and Johansson’s creden- 
tials have little else to show. 

Rocky, who was the hardest training ~ 
fighter of modern times, in all likeli- 
hood could get back in shape and 
knock out the Swede. It’s just a ques- 
tion now of whether the. big money 
means more to Rocky than his unde- 
feated record. 

Joe J. 
Little Rock, Ark. 


THIS FREE BOOK 


will prove that you can become an expert 


ACCOUNTANT...AUDITOR 


on CPA. 


GET THIS FREE BOOK 


We offer you this free book 
so that you can prove to 
yourself that you CAN mas- 
ter Accounting—quickly, 
thoroughly—in spare time 
at home. 

You will learn exactly how 
LaSalle’s famous ‘‘Problem 
Method”? works... how you 
are led step-by-step through 
actual accounting work— 
learning by doing and not 
by study of theory alone. 
First you tackle easy prob- 
lems, then more difficult 
ones—until soon you master 
them all. And at every step 
you have the close personal 
guidance of LaSalle’s large 
staff of CPA instructors. 




















One out of 
every 13 of all 
CPAs in the U.S. 

has been trained 
by the LaSalle 
Problem 


Kee dakeye| 


PREPARE FOR A 
HIGH-PAY POSITION 


If you were an expert accountant right 
now, chances are you would find your- 
self in one of the best paid fields of 
business. 


There are several big fields of oppor- 


tunity open to men and women trained 
in Accounting... opportunities that are 
wide open and highly inviting, offering 
maximum income and job security in 
good times or bad. And under LaSalle’s 
“Problem Method” you can start earn- 
ing while still learning—either in spare- 
time or full-time employment...or in 
business for yourself with no capital 
required. 

Get the latest information by sending 
for our illustrated booklet, ‘“‘Opportu- 
nities in Accounting.” The coupon at 
right will bring it to you without cost 
or obligation. LaSalle Extension Uni- 
versity, 417 S. Dearborn St., Chicago 5, 
Illinois. 




















This well-paid 
LaSalle-trained 
Accountant’s 
success could 
be yours. 





























THIS BOOK HAS STARTED HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS 
foward well-paid accounting careers—in business, govern- 
ment, and public practice as CPAs. Even without previous 
knowledge, progress is rapid—earning power climbs fast. 













v you have been envying the high 
incomes and good jobs enjoyed by 
thousands of men and women Accountants 
today ...incomes ranging from $5,000 to 
$10,000 and more per yearL..why not launch 
such a career for yourself? 

Do you doubt that you can? 

Then let us send you—without cost or 
obligation—the same book with which LaSalle 
has started several hundred thousand men and 
women toward. successful accounting careers. 
We want you to see for yourself how this remark- 
able method, originated by LaSalle, makes 
Accounting simple, interesting, practical, and cer- 
tain... how it leads you step-by-step to a complete mastery of Accounting— 
and on up. to the Certified Public Accountant Certificate if you so aspire. 

It doesn’t matter whether you’ve had previous bookkeeping experience, or 
whether you don’t know a debit from a credit. Whether you wish to qualify 
as an expert accountant, advanced accountant, cost accountant, auditor, 
government accountant, income tax specialist, or public accountant... you'll 
find in LaSalle’s Problem Method the exact plan to prepare you rapidly and 
inexpensively—in spare hours at home—without losing a day from your 
present job. 

So right now, today...if you are an adult, employed, and earnestly ambi- 
tious for rapid advancement in one of the highest paying fields of business 
..-send your name and address on the coupon below. We’ll send you free our 
latest book outlining today’s career opportunities and how you can qualify for 
them. A coupon like this has started many thousands toward greater success. 


It can do the same for you. Mail it today! 


Accredited Member, National Home Study Council 


SES SESS55 58881 Clip Coupon ele te Mail TODAY! cutie diate 
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“Give Us LOVE PILLS, 


The Demented Ex-Nazi Chemist 
Tried to Enslave a Tribe 

with His Love Pills, but He 
Died a Bloody Death 


@ @ OvrtsiDE our thatched hut the rain picked 
up in strength and the Chagga drums were 
ominously silent. In the light from a spear of 
lightning I glanced at Braun’s face. On it was 
the look of a miser fingering his gold. But Gun- 
ther Braun was counting his remaining bullets. 

“They will probably attack us very soon, 
Werner,” he said. “Well, we shall give a good 
accounting of ourselves like true Nordics, eh, 
my friend?” 

The professor’s face, once arrogant and full- 
fleshed, was ashen and flabby now. The man 
had aged fifteen years in the weeks we had 
spent here on Bamenda, an island off the African 
West Coast 120 miles south-southwest of the 
Comores, a French protectorate. 

Braun raked me with eyes which were still 
imperious, though glassy and veined now 
from his excesses. He fumbled with a padded 
leather case which he took from his pigskin 
suitcase. I had often wondered what was in the 
box. 

“Here, you take my knife, Werner.” He hand- 
ed me the blade which nestled on a velvet bed, 
a handsome example of Solingen steel. “You 
would be an idiot to remain unarmed against 
these swine.” 

I watched the polished metal gleam as fitful 
lightning played in the sky outside the hut. On 
the blade was engraved in Teutonic script: 


“To a fervent apostle of Aryan Science, Dr. 
Gunther Braun, from the Class of 1938, Col- 
lege of Pharmacy, Gottingen University.” 


An inch-wide swastika was engraved on each 
side of the dagger. I couldn’t hold back a snort 
as I tucked the (Continued on page 54 ) 


The captain and Werner gazed in horror as the 
pretty French stewardess, under the influence 
of Braun’s drugs, flung herself at the German. 








ADDY BRAUN” 


By WERNER STERN 
as told to Jack Kingsley 














Miechener 


By EDWIN C. MOORE , U.S. NAVY 


On Feb. 8, 1952 a Dispatch 
from Author James Michener 
Told of the Attempted _ 
Helicopter Rescue of Ensign | 
Norman Broomhead over North} 
Korea. This Dramatic Follow- 
up Was Written by One of 
Broomhead's Two Rescuers 


@ @ Dw any oF you ever read the news- 
paper dispatch that writer James Michener 
sent while he was in Korea? It went like’ 
this: 

“Have Americans lost their moral cour- 
age? I was in Korea when I received a 
newspaper from home reviewing the cor- 
ruption and scandals of our time. On that 
same morning young Ensign Norman S. 
Broomhead, of Salt Lake City, took off 
from the aircraft carrier Valley Forge and 
‘roared over Communist Korea to blast a 
bridge. His plane was destroyed by enemy 
fire. . (Continued on page 60 ) 


The lieutenants in the copter made a run- 
ning pass over the badly injured ensign. 
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~ The Eskimo Girl Heaven of 


SEAMAN GROVES 


By WILSON G. HUGHES 


Rescued from Freezing Arctic Waters, Joe Groves Found Himself 
on Remote Arpertileq Island with 50 Luscious Blue-Eyed Blonde, 
Man-Hungry Eskimo Girls, Descendants of Viking Explorers 


(Author’s Note: In August, 1956, while doing hydro- 
graphic research for the University of Melbourne in the 
Cape Low region, I came into the possession of a sealed 
oil drum brought to me by an Eskimo trapper named 
John Ogli, who had found it bobbing in the surf. 

Upon opening the rusted container, I found some sixty 
pages of handwritten notes on a tree-bark kind of paper, 
some barely readable, purporting to be the diary of a 
Joseph Groves. 

After checking with Canadian naval authorities, I 
learned that there had, indeed, been a seaman of that 
name aboard the ill-fated Marwinda which was torpedoed 
in 1943—presumably with all hands lost—on the Murmansk 
convoy run. On the basis of the thorough notes penned 
by Seaman Groves, the following story has been recon- 
structed. It is one of the strangest to come out of World 
War II.) 


@ © THE MAN in the lifeboat dug his frostbitten hand 
into his eye and tried to pry open the ice-encrusted lids. 
His eyes throbbed with pain. Joe Groves cursed the freez- 
ing stillness and the interminable Arctic night. 

I'm going daffy for sure, he told himself. Girls’ voices 
out here in the ocean? Not a chance! 

With resignation, as if he wished to meet death, he 
huddled under the stiff tarpaulin in the creaky lifeboat. 
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The battered craft—looking small and helpless in the ex- 
panse of ice and black patches of water—continued its 
aimless journey, bumping into increasingly large mounds 
of ice and small bergs. 

Groves was in terrible physical condition after thirteen 
days’ exposure to the elements. But he now felt excitement 
and hope stirring in his emaciated body as the cry came 
again. 

“Kratouna, kratouna! (white man). Grab this boat hook. 
We will pull you in!” 

The words at first meant little, then Groves remembered 
his lessons in pidgin Eskimo, a dialect used by trappers 
and Mounties. The idiom had been taught him in the 
fo’csle of the Marwinda during many idle hours. His 
teacher had been Billy Ong, a leathery little man, a stoker 
who claimed his grandfather had been a Paquet Bay 
Eskimo, 

Poor Billy! Dead now like the rest of the Marwinda’s 
crew. That tin fish thrown by the Nazi sub into the guts 
of the ship had sent many swell guys to meet their Maker. 

Helpless, Groves tried 1p focus his filmed eyes on the 
snow glare. “I understand you! But I can’t see . . . come 
closer.” 

It was hard to breathe. Ice particles clogged his nos- 
trils, he gagged from the cold, and a dull ache suffused 
his chest. He was (Continued on page 90 ) 


Joe Groves was sure he was still delirious as the blonde Eskimo girls pulled him into their oomiak. 
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ABOUT 
AMNESIA 


By KENT PATRICK 











Although 90 Per Cent Fake Amnesia, 
True Loss of Memory Strikes 40,000 
Americans—Men and Women, Young and 
Old—Each Year. The Disease Can Be 
Brought on by a Blow to the Head, VD, 
Hysteria, Epilepsy, Psychoses, and 

the Excessive Use of Alcohol and Drugs 


@ @ LicuT FILTERED into the motel room through the 
cracks in the window shade, and Joe Curtis blinked in 
a puzzled way and scratched his head, wondering just 
where he was. He yawned, looked at his watch and sat 
up. He became suddenly alert as he heard the rhythmic 
breathing of somebody else in his bed. Incredulous, he 
was aware of a woman’s warmth next to him and the 
scent of cologne. It was most disturbing, even startling, 
for when he had gone to bed the previous night he had 
been alone. Or so he thought. 

The blonde girl stirred on her pillow and opened young 
and mocking eyes. “Hi there, daddy-o. Jeepers, but you 
do snore! I guess that’s what happens when you're middle- 
aged.” . 

Curtis frowned, his mind racing with unanswered ques- 
tians. Who was this girlP How had she gotten here? He 
didn’t remember making love to her. . . . And just where 
the hell was he, anyway? 

He had gone to sleep in his own bed in Mrs. Fogelson’s 
rooming house in (Continued on page 74 ) 





Ee 
ne “What am I doing here?” the stripper cried in anguish. For 
gars suddenly, in the middle of her routine, she had regained 
her memory and remembered she was really a schoolteacher. 
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LIBERATED 
a AL 


By LOU CAMERON 


Kilroy Had Nothing on Cameron, 
Ivanho and Pearson. Sent on a 
Recon Mission into Berlin, 

These Zany Sergeants Shook up 
the Whole Russian Army 


@ @ IT Was ALL my great-grandmother’s fault, 
my being one of the first GI’s into Berlin. There 
I was, sitting on the Elbe with a liberated bottle 
of schnapps and a well-upholstered Kraut “sec- 
retary” named Brunhilde, when the old man 
decides to send a few scouts into Berlin. That’s 
where my great-grandmother fouled me up. 

The old lady’s name was Emestine Von 
Lindke, and she came from East Prussia. She 
was too stiff-necked to learn English and so half 
the people on my mother’s side spoke German. 
By the time it filtered down to me it was pretty 
thin. I could say: “Where can I get a drink in 
this town?” and “Listen, honey, why can’t. you 
be a little co-operative?” and “Please pass the 
butter.” 

On the strength of this, they made me a trans- 
lator for the 2nd Armored. 

The old man said: “Cameron, I want you and 
Pearson and that idiot, Ivanho, to go up to Berlin 
tonight.” 

Pearson, who had the Congressional and didn’t 
have to be nice to anybody below the rank ‘of 
chicken colonel, said: “Why us? We ain’t done 
nothing.” 


“Da, da, tovarisch,’ said the Red MP happily, 
pointing to the Russian soldier pitted to the 
wall by the bullets, “is hokay, no?’ “@ameron 
felt a little sick, but he didn’t dare show it. 








LIBERATED BERLIN... 


“Yes, you have,” said the old man. “You’ve just volun- 
teered to go ahead of the column and see what the Rus- 
sians are doing up the Auto-Bahn. It’s a tossup between 
us and the 101st Airborne to occupy Berlin for the 
Americans and nobody knows what the Russians are go- 
ing to do about it.” 

I said: “Hey, Captain (I was bucking for T/5 and never 
called him Shorty), I thought the Russians were on our 
side.” 

“We hope so. We've given them a hell of a lot of am- 
munition and I wouldn’t like to get hit with it. See, the 
Germans are all shot and the Russians don’t have to be 
polite any more. They've already gone back on a couple 
of agreements and some of the brass are worried.” 

Pearson said: “Well, let the brass go into Berlin then. 
You want to get us all killed?” 

“I knew you'd see it my way, men. That’s what I told 
the colonel. I’ve got three good men, Colonel. All speak 
fluent German and Russian. I'll send them in for a fast 
recon.” 

“Who speaks Russian?” I asked. “I can hardly find my 
way to the john in German.” 

The old man explained that Ivanho had been promoted 
from permanent digging detail to translator through the 
forsight of his grandfather, who was born in the Ukraine. 
I looked at Pearson and he looked up toward heaven. 
We'd gotten through the whole war without Ivanho. Now 
we had to ride around in the same jeep with him. 

Ivanho wasn’t his nickname.. He was really named 


Ivanho. It didn’t seem to bother him none. He was a> 


heavy-set guy with a wry grin. Ivanho didn’t have sense 
to pour sand out of his boot, and he was accident-prone. 


That’s not saying accidents happened to Ivanho. They 


happened around him. You know the kind of guy? There 
was one in every outfit. They gave him a job as a driver 
and he had three tanks in a row blown out from under 
him. It wasn’t his fault. He couldn’t have seen those 
mines he ran over. He just had an instinct for the damned 
things. If there was a “teller” mine within 12 miles, Ivanho 
would drive over it. 

He did just as well with lighter vehicles. Once he 
managed to run over a mine after the whole column had 
passed over it. They made him a dispatch rider and he 
wrecked three motorcycles in one day without getting a 
scratch. 

There was only one thing to de: They made him a 
cook. The first day in the kitchen, a gasoline stove blew 
up and damned near killed the mess sergeant, which might 
have been a good thing. But the next morning Ivanho 
left a cake of GI soap in the coffeemaker. There were 
rumors he was a Nazi spy. 

So Ivanho spent the rest of the war digging slit trenches 
and garbage pits. They gave him the Bronze Star as a con- 
solation. 

We got Ivanho out of a 6 by 6 hole in the ground and 
told him he was going with us in the jeep. He smiled and 
said: “Swell. I'll drive.” 

Pearson put a hand on the butt of his 45 and snarled: 
“Touch that wheel and you're a dead man!” He wasn’t 
kidding. 

We filled the back of the jeep with K-rations and Ivanho 
and took off up the Auto-Bahn. One thing you have to 
give that maniac Adolph credit for. He built mighty 
pretty roads. If only he'd stuck to highway engineering 
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. well, that’s another story. 

We found a Gasthaus that was open and went in and 
liberated a barrel of beer. We were going to liberate a - 
couple of frauleins, but with the beer and the K-rations 
and Ivanho in the back, it was kind of crowded. So we 
left the dames behind. Beer was harder to get. 

We started seeing blue and yellow signs with bullet 
holes in them: “BERLIN nach 47 Kim.” etc. Then we ran - 
into a couple of Russian soldiers who wanted a ride. 
Since they were girls, we gave it to them. 

Pearson stopped the jeep and they came over and 
climbed in. It was too crowded in back so they sat up 
front, on our laps. Every time Pearson shifted gears, the 
one on my lap giggled and gave me a playful slap in the 
mouth. I tried to tell her it wasn’t me doing that to her 
knee, but she didn’t get it. She giggled again and slugged 
me. She wasn’t bad-looking, if you like them hefty. 

I yelled back to Ivanho: “Hey, Ive, tell this broad to 
stop slamming me. She thinks I’m feeling her up.” 

Ivanho yelled at the Russian dame and she yelled back. 
Then Pearson shifted into second and she belted me 
across the nose. I said: “For Pete’s sake, didn’t you tell 
her?” 

“She don’t speak Ukrainian, Cam. She’s one of them 
damn Siberians. Khazak, most likely. Can't get through 
to her.” 

“Well, I can,” I said: I gave the babe a playful pinch. 





US. ard Red Army officers and war correspondents todat 
one another to celebrate meeting at Torgau, Germany on 
Elbe River, April 26, 1945. Gal is reporter Ann Striner. 


When she giggled and slapped, I slugged her in the jaw. 
She looked kind of surprised and gave me a big grin. 
“Tovarisch!” she yelled, and wrapped her arms around me. 
I thought she’d strangle me. Kissing is one thing, this 
dame was trying to inhale me. 

Pearson said: “Man, what’s your technique?” 

I said: “They like to get slugged.” 

Pearson stopped the jeep and belted his date across 
the bridge of the nose. She started to cry and snuggled 
up to him. He said: “Hey, Ive, you can drive. Me and 
Miss Magnitogorsk of 1929 are getting in the back.” 

I said: “Are you sure, Pearson? You know what happens 
when Ivanho drives.” 

“He can’t hit a mine on the Auto-Bahn. It’s solid con-— 
crete.” 


Red POW’s welcome U.S. 9th Army 
at Stalag 326, 6K. There were 
9,000 prisoners; 30,000 had died. 


Infantrymen of U.S. 1st Army (1.) 
extend hands to Red troops (r.) 
on broken bridge over Elbe River. 








“You want to bet?” 


“How'll you collect?” 
He had a point. So we let Ivanho dtive while Pearson 


and I-smooched with the two babes. Pearson opened the 
beer barrel and we filled our canteen cups with suds. It 
was sort of messy. If you've ever tried to guzzle beer in 
a bouncing jeep, you know what I mean. But we got 
most ofthe beer inside us and we were wearing fatigues, 
anyway. 

By this time the two babes were singing “Meadow- 
land,” the Russian’s “Lili Marlene.” Ivanho stopped to 
pick up some more Russian soldiers, three of them. It 
would have been all right, but they were men. Like I 
said, he was stupid. (Continued on page 84) 
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By JAMES CONNOLLEY 


THE NITE SMILEY 


Hedda Planned a Big-Talent Brawl Opposite Sullivan's Sunday 
Shindig. When Ed Heard Hedda Was Paying Her Guests a Measly 
$210 Scale, Instead of the $10,000 He Shells Out, Ed Squawked 
So Loud, a Senate Investigation Is Rumored to Be on the Way 


®@ © Lapies AND GENTLEMEN! In this comer, standing 
5-feet-8%, weighing 157, wearing a blue suit and a frozen 
smile, representing CBS-TV, we give you the Sunday 
eveniug network champion of the world—Ed Sullivan! 
And in this corner, standing 5-feet-5, weighing 118, 


‘wearing a mink stole and a goofy hat, representing NBC- 
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TV, we give you the challenger—Hedda bs Koy oy oer! 

Okay, Ed and Hedda, shake hands and retire to your 
corners, and at the sound of the bell come out fighting. 
Let’s make it a good clean match and may the best man 
win. 

Well, it didn’t shape up as much of a bout. The champ 
waded in like an alley brawler, swinging with all he had. 
Hedda got in one good lick before being flattened, but 
when it was all over Ed wasn’t even breathing hard. 

The fracas started right after ‘Christmas, which is always 
a good time to scrap. Hedda, if you'll remember, had lined 
up a TV spectacular with a lot of big Hollywood’ names, 


which NBC planned to put on directly opposite Sullivan’s 
Sunday night show on CBS. 

Sponsored by a. drug outfit, Hedda planned to grab a 
few million Sullivan viewers. ‘Maybe she could have done 
just that, but three weeks before the Jan. 10 date of her 
show, alert ears in the Sullivan camp picked up an inter- 
esting bit of info. 

Hedda, according to buzz-buzz in the Losthsteversoom odlveravere| 
to pay her guest stars peanuts, tossing them the union 
minimum of $210 for their appearances. One of the biggies 
scheduled to be so honored was Charlton Heston, the 
“Ben Hur” lead who had picked up $10,000 as a Sullivan 
guest. 

Ed's crew did some checking on Hedda’s payroll plans. 
Ten days before Hedda’s show-was to be aired, Ed got 
off wires to the Screen Actors Guild and to the American 
Federation of Television and Radio Artists. The telegrams 
accused Hedda of using (Continued on page 64 ) 












Charlton Heston’ (with wife) withdrew from 
Hedda’s show, saying: “... I’d be doing them (Ed, 
Sid Caesar, Como) a dirty trick to go ahead.” 


“Hedda Hopper is known for screwy hats, 
movie column. Once an actréss, her NBC 
spectae opposite Ed got mixed notices. 





A TRUE CASE OF 


This Is the Documented Story of Prospector Tom Laurie's Attack by 
the Warramullas, and the Thought Message That Saved His Life. It Was 
Sent 300 Miles Over the Trackless Desert of Australia's Gold Fields 





By WILLIAM ABRAMS 


@ @ Many stRANGE and curious episodes of mental telepathy 
have occurred in widely-separated parts of this world of ours. 
Now, from the barren deserts of Australia’s Northern Territory, 
comes a proven story of thought-transference which is the most 
extraordinary one of all. The weird drama, which took place in 
the desolate gold fields of Tanami, involved the death struggle 
of a blind prospector with a band of savage natives. These 
natives, like human telegraph poles, had mastered the mysterious 
technique of sending their mental messages across hundreds of 
miles of untracked desert. - 

When Tom Laurie and his two brothers, Jack and Bill, went 
into the Tanami desert to prospect for gold in 1923, they had 
no way of knowing that the fierce, half-naked aborigines who 
inhabited the area were gifted with the powers of mental telepa- 
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Mound of stones (above) near Halls Creek in Kimberleys marks grave of one of 3 
Laurie brothers. Warramulla tribesmen (1.) were once very hostile to white men. 
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After 1928 attack on Tom Laurie, police set up station near 
Tanami gold fields. Before that police were 300 miles away. 


thy. Scientists and anthropologists the world over were 
already convinced that the Australian aborigines possessed 
this phenomenal ability, but it was left to Tom Laurie and 
his brothers to find out for themselves—the hard way. 

All three of the Laurie brothers have long since died. 
Tom was the last survivor of the trio whose adventures 
are told and retold by white men who gather around the 
water holes of Tanami. Jack Laurie lies in a lonely grave 
under a pile of stones on a trail from Halls Creek in the 
Kimberleys. His end was hastened by those twin spectres 
of disaster—foul desert water and food that -would turn 


the stomach of an animal. : : Tom Laurie was almost killed by unfriendly aborigines. 
Only a few miles from Halls Creek lies the burial place Police heard of attack within hour after it happened; 


of Bill Laurie, whose death (Continued on page 69 ) they were able to reach Tom in time to save his life. 
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By HENRY C. ROSSMERE 





_ Read the list of missiles that have 
failed, at the end of this article! 





Missiles and Rockets That 
Have Goofed Have Cost Us 
$25 Billion So Far. Many 
=mProminent People Call It 
Sabotage; Point out That 
Red Subs Have Been Sight- | 
‘ed Near the Florida Coast 






There’s inferno of fire, smoke as Vanguard satellite 
launching rocket (pix 1) and Titan ICBM (2) explode 
at firing. Thor rocket (3) breaks in 2 pieces after 
70 seconds in air. Thor Able rocket (4), carrying in- 
struments for probe of space around moon, breaks up. 





Americans invented radar, TV; planes etc. Why 
should we have so many failures with rockets 
and missiles? (That’s a Titan blowing up). 
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@ © AFTER TEN YEARS of experimenting with fizzles, 
flukes and foul-ups, which have already cost the 


nation’s taxpayers a staggering 25 billion dollars, the ¥ 
United States missile program is growing more. oe 
frightening by the day. It can bring only one conclusion ‘ & 
—Soviet sabotage is making Uncle Sam a bush leaguer ? vgs 
in the race for space. ,et : 


Day by day more than half the U.S. rockets are 
sputtering, blowing up and misfiring, turning the blue 
Florida sky into a flaming orange, and setting off a 
chain reaction of snickers around the world. The 
top scientists who supply the brains for America’s 
space and missile program insist that the failures are 
far too common to make sense. 

Meanwhile, the “University of Goboomingbang”— 
otherwise known as the Ordnance Missile School— is 
turning out thousands of rocket experts at Huntsville, 
Alabama, and they promptly rush off to Cape 
Canaveral to put more hardware on the launching 
pads. But their efforts to give America an even footing 
with Russia are destined for the junk pile unless a 
fiendishly successful group of Red saboteurs is rooted 
. out, cornered and destroyed. ' 

The first and most dramatic indication of espionage 
in the missile program came, appropriately enough, 
on December 7th, 1956, the 15th anniversary of the 
attack on Pearl Harbor. On that day a 74-foot Snark ‘es 
intercontinental guided missile, valued at one million 
dollars, rose gracefully from its launching pad at 
Cocoa Beach, Florida, and sailed serenely southward 
over the Atlantic. The happy event touched off a 
round of backslapping and hilarity among.the ground 
crews as the Snark zoomed through the sky at a 
speed of 600 miles an hour. But before the flight was * 
an hour old something went mysteriously wrong. oad 

Instead of a well-behaved guided missile, the 
Snark became a misguided menace and refused to 
respond to radio signals which should have reversed 
its course for a scheduled return to the Florida base. 
Released from its human masters by some unknown i 
interference, the rocket continued on its southward ss 
course and crashed somewhere in the uncharted ol 
Brazilian jungles, creating a diplomatic crisis with : 
several South American countries. 

Security officials in Washington, convinced that ~ 
technical difficulties had caused the Snark to go 
astray, took little notice of the incident. Then, less 
than three months later, something happened in New F é 
Mexico which bore a strange resemblance to the ™ 
events in Florida. A huge Matador missile, which 
operated under radio controls, ran away from the Air 
Force at Alamogordo and went on a wild flight 
across the Southwest before it finally crashed in 
Wyoming. 

After that the chronology of mishaps and misfires 
continued to mount, week by week, until on December 
6th, 1957, when the nation was left stunned and 
embarrassed by the most shocking disaster of all—one 
which destroyed America’s first space satellite in a 
ball of fire. 

For miles around Cape Canaveral that Friday 
morning schoolchildren, office workers, housewives 
and servicemen hurried to (Continued on page 48 ) 
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VICE 
ON 


_WHEELS 


Road-Riding Chippies Have Become 


the Style with England's Truck 


Drivers Since the Advent of 


Soho's New Prostitution Law 


By DAISY LOWE 
as told to FRED ARNESS 






@ @ ON THE NIGHT of September 13, 1959 I stood in a 
chilling rain on a desolate stretch of road in the Midlands 
of England, wearing nothing but a black nylon bra and 
panty. set. The water had soaked my skimpy garments 
until they clung to my body like a second layer of skin, 
and I might as well have been standing at the roadside 
stark naked. 

At the “tender” age of 19 I had reached the lowest 
depths to which a woman can go. For nearly three. yaers 
I had been a common prostitute. At an age when most 
girls are either still in school or just beginning to have 
serious romances, I was using my young body to satisfy 
the lustful demands of the rugged men who pilot the big 
trucks ‘back and forth between London and Britain’s in- 
dustrial North. 

During my three years on the road I had had plenty of 
hard knocks, but that night in the rain I cried for the 
first time since I was a tiny tot. My life of sin had brought 
me its own reward, and I was at the point of complete 
despair. 

Little did I realize that I was on the threshold of a new 
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Daisy gets a helping hand into cab of long-distance truck. 
Drivers forbidden to carry passengers, but rule’s ignored. 


life, that I was to be one of the few lucky ones who gets out 
of that kind of life before it’s too late. Today I’m engaged to 
one of the finest men in the world. Some girls, in my posi- 
tion, might try to shut out the past and pretend that it never 
happened. I don’t know just why, but I feel-I must tell 
my story just as it was in those dark days. If only one 
girl who reads it learns a lesson from it and stays off the 
path I took, I think it will be worth-while. And in some 
small measure I will feel I have paid for the miracle that 
saved me from the road to destruction I had chosen for 
myself. ; 
If what I’ve just said sounds like I’m trying to justify 
myself and pretend I was a good girl all along who was 
just a victim of others, let me admit right now that I was 
a bad girl. Perhaps I was not as bad as some of the other 
hussies who ply their trade along the great highways of 
my country. However, I was plenty bad, and I offer no 
excuse for it, only thanks that I realized where I was going 
in time and that I met the one man who was able to 
straighten me out. i 
I was bom in a slum district (Continued on page 80 ) 





Driver expresses opinion of hussies in no un- 
certain terms. Some dangerous, carry knives. 






Linentanll 


At one pull-in (restaurant for truckers) Daisy is told off. 
Some pull-ins off limits to chippies; others welcome them. 
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Trucker pulls into a quiet lane and romance comes to back 
of truck. Some gals have no home, actually live in trucks. 
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Author Jane Dolinger Was the First 
White Woman fo Visit the Shipibo 

Indians Who Flatten Their Children's 
Heads—and Live with Monkeys 


ing LATHEAD 
BeeOF THE : 
| JAFORBIDDEN : 


AMAZON | 


By JANE DOLINGER _ 








@® @ WueN THE LATE French scientist Charles Darwin first 
introduced his theory of evolution he caused a furor in the 
Christian world that exists to this day. Whether man actually — 
descended from the hairy ape is anyone’s guess, although the 
proponents of his theory are numerous. As a matter of fact, 
from the trackless jungles of the Amazon Basin have come 
stories of a tribe of Indians who are described as monkey people, —__ 
direct descendants, it is rumored, of the ape. 
I first learned of these people a few months ago while living 
in the village of Pucallpa, a palm-thatched settlement lying on 
the banks of the Rio Ucayali: in Peru. Lote 
“T tell you,” said Fernando, my Cholo informant, as we drank Be 
beer in the filth-littered dining room of the Hotel Mercedes, 
“that while I have not actually seen these monkey people, I 
know they exist. On my hacienda upriver I have working for _ 
me an Indian whose name is Kamalkeiri. He is a Campa, a tribe — 
that lives deep in the jungle. Not once, but many times he has 
told me about the Shipibos, whose ancestors were hairy apes. 
I believe him, too,” Fernando added excitedly as he guzzled 





“Right after child’s birth skull is placed between two bamboo 9 
_ boards. Process continued for 5 years, until skull bones set. 
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‘Shipibo women make potent beer from mashed yuea, form of 
potato. They chew it, spit it back into bowls to ferment. 
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Large hut in which’’author lived with Shipibos in Central Peru. Forty to 60 people live in each one. 
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down the last foamy suds in his bottle. 

The thought was preposterous. After six years of traveling 
through various parts of the Greater Amazon jungle, I had 
heard many strange and unbelievable tales—of Indians who 
worshiped as a god the rare albino anteater; of a fabulous white 
goddess, believed to be the daughter of a dead missionary, who 
ruled a love colony of sex-starved women deep in the Rain 
Forest of Brazil. Crazy, weird stories, some of them were true, 
but most were born in the whisky-soaked heads of both Indians 
and disillusioned adventurers, whose minds had been warped 
by the searing heat of the tropics. 

I sent the barefoot waiter back to the bar for two more beers. 
My friend wiped his unshaved face with the back of his gnarled 
hand and searched me with his dark-brown eyes. 

“I know the senorita is skeptical,” he said, “but look.” 

He took out a battered leather wallet from his shirt pocket. 
Opening it, he extracted a soiled piece of brown wrapping paper. 

“Here is proof,” he said, tapping the paper with his dirty 
finger. It was a crudely-drawn (Continued on page 44 ) 








Shipibo mom makes clay pot. Note child’s elongated 
head. Grotesque in shape, it doesn’t affect brain. 
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By AL CARSTAIR 


OUTLAW 
MOTHERS 


Gals Who Insist on Having Illegitimate Babies, 
by Various Guys and Without Benefit of Clergy, 
Pose a Special Problem. One California Judge 
Recently Sent Two Such Girls to Jail 


@ @ WE NEVER THOUGHT we would see the day when 
motherhood, that most sacred of all American institutions, 
would be illegal. But the impossible has happened. Not 
only that, but a California judge recently sentenced two 
gals to a stretch in the pokey because they violated his 
stern order not to become pregnant again. 

Almost as if to prove that no man can legislate against 
the powerful forces of nature, one of the girls really gave 
the judge something to think about. Lucy Martinez added 
a pair of twins to her six other illegitimate children. 

The strange case of the “outlaw mothers” got underway 
more than a year ago when Lucy Martinez and Lucy 
Turrieta were convicted of fraud in accepting aid pay- 
ments for their children. 

Judge Michael J. Gatto of Pittsburgh, Calif., granted 
probation under one condition. The ladies could. not bear 
any more children until they were married. 

Now this is a hell of a penalty for a pair of fun-loving 
girls. A bunch of lawyers got together in San Francisco 
and claimed ‘that the judge was violating their Constitu- 
tional rights. 

As though to test the legality of the judge’s ruling, the 
two Lucys got pregnant again, without the tiresome 
formality of getting married. Soon it became obvious to 
all that the young ladies were in a family way again. 
Some nosy social worker snitched to the judge. He 
promptly showed everybody that the law can’t be trifled 
with by clapping the girls in the county jail. 

Lawyers from the American Civil Liberties Union jump- 
ed into the act and drew up a petition which declared 
that the ladies’ Constitutional rights were violated merely 
because they had “committed motherhood without the 
leave of the Justice Court.” 

No one is sure exactly what rights are being trampled 
upon, but it’s probably the one conceming “cruel and 
unusual punishment.” 
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In the past 5 years paternity lawsuits have gone up 300% 
in New York City alone. Pix above shows Patricia Miles 
and the baby she claims is son of playboy Johnny Meyers. 











In a study made in New York City, it was found that one in every 6 babies is illegitimate. The mothers are mostly teenagers. 


The A.C.L.U. lawyer did mention sex a time or two 
(it’s hard to see how he could avoid it in a case of this 
sort), but there was no mention of motherhood. 

Albert M. Bendich, A.C.L.U. attorney, argued in his 
appeal petition: “It is respectfully submitted that sexual 
intercourse between two adults, freely consenting persons, 
in the privacy of their own home, is a fundamental aspect 
of personal liberty and privacy guaranteed by due process 
of law.” 

Continuing in this legal jargon, he said: “Although 
extramarital intercourse is technically a crime in our state, 
it is common knowledge that the adultery statute is virtual- 


ly ignored by all.” 

What it boiled down to was that “everybody does it,” 
so why is the judge picking on these two girls just because 
they aren’t fortunate enough to be married? Everybody 
knows there’s a shortage of men to go. around, anyway. 

The crusading lawyer must have made sense as far as 
the higher court was concerned. The girls were ordered 
freed from the Contra Costa county jail on writs of habeas 
corpus. 

Lucy Turrieta had already had her fourth child, and 
two weeks later Lucy Martinez thumbed her nose at the 
judge by having twins: Between (Continued on page 78 ) 
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@ @ | FELT THE sweat of fear trickling down my sides 
as Raimundo Perey's long whip snaked and cracked an 
inch from my head. According to the Gaucho code, this 
was the ultimate challenge, equivalent to the Western 
"draw if you have the guts." And among these cowmen 
of the pampas country a man is less than a woman if 
he doesn't take up the challenge. 

These pamperos differ only from Westerners in that 
they don't fight with six-guns. They fight with their own 
ferocious development of the stock whip, stripped to the 
waist, toe-to-toe in a 10-foot circle pricked out on the 
hard-stamped ground with a Spanish spur. Usually a duel 


girdle, 15 feet of plaited rawhide wrappe 
waist, its stout 18-inch stock hanking like a 


Te [= 


as strong, but I'd never ~ 


| was as tall and sunburned as any. 


(Continued 
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that DAZZLED 
WW 
CAMERAS 


Good Things Do Come in 

Small Packages. Mary's a 
5-Foot Beauty Who's Call- 
ed Another Helen of Troy 


@ @ At 20, dark-haired 5-foot Mary 
Troy is a small bundle of loveliness who’s 
greatly sought-after by top photographers. 
Until recently Mary lived in Hollywood, 
where she appeared in bit parts in the 
movies. She now graces the New York 
scene; models, appears on TV, hopes to 
land a spot in a Broadway play. Her big 
ambition is to travel the globe, then marry 
and have at least six children. 
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A pert brunette, 20-year-old Mary is only 5 feet, 














In ’48 rematch Mills knocks Lesnevich 
down for 2nd time in 10th. Mills won 
decision and world light-heavy title. 





FREDDIE 
MILLS: 
THE 
ENGLISH 
ADONIS 


By MAX STEEBER 


Freddie Mills Was One of England's 





On, Mills’ eonichaak try, Spain’s Paco Bueno 
was one of the fighters Freddie met. Mills 
knocked Bueno out in 2nd round of the bout. 


Best Light-Heavies. His Fight with 


Gus Lesnevich on May 14, 1946 Is Recalled by Old-Timers as the Most 
Brutal and Bloody in the Annals of Modern-Day Boxing 


@ @ THE waR was over, the bright lights were on again, 
and it was a big night for English sports lovers, from the 
lords and ladies on down the line in the social scale. They 
were all bedecked in their best finery that balmy evening 
in May, 1946, to witness the first big wholly British sports 
show since the tide of Hitlerism had been stemmed. 

Frederick Percival Mills, a native of Bournemouth, 
seeking to become the first Englishman since Ruby Robert 
Fitzsimmons to wear the light-heavyweight boxing crown, 
had entered’ the ring amid glaring spotlights and the 
heroic strains of “God Save the King.” 

Gustav Lesnevich, an American of Russian descent, a 
prime citizen of Cliffside, N. J., and the incumbent light- 
heavy champ, had made his way down the aisle to more 
spotlights and a brass band rendition of “The Star Spangled 
Banner.” 

The opening round proved uneventful, a probing action, 
each man feeling the other out. At the round’s end the 
conversation was just a hum and a buzz. Then the lights 
dimmed for the second time. Cigarettes were pinpoints 
in ringside darkness. All conversation stopped abruptly. 
All eyes gazed at the ring, where Freddie Mills was mak- 
ing his supreme bid. 

For action in the 2nd round of the first Mills-Lesnevich 
encounter, which took place on May 14, 1946 at Har- 
ringay, we have a battle communique from Freddie Mills: 

“We were still feeling each other out when bingo—it 
happened! Gus had hit me with a smacking right to the 
jaw; he had followed this with a superb left and I was 
on my knees. I could hear Eugene Henderson, the ref, 
counting, but I was in a daze. I could not make out the 


numbers and I could just see his hand move up and 
down. I got to my feet with an effort. I could have stayed 
down: another three seconds, but I did not know it. I was 
on my feet and Gus was coming at me. Another right- 
hand punch and I was down for 9, up again and down 
again, up once more. Yes, it was getting hard—up a fourth 
time, back on the canvas. That’s all I know of the second 
round. 

“Come to think of it, I didn’t know much for the next 
seven. I was fighting mechanically, poking out my left, 
watching that deadly right, fighting like an automaton. 

“Then my brain cleared and I was in my corner for the 
end of. the 9th. I knew one (Continued on page 86 ) 


Retired Mills, wife, at fights. He was only English 
boxer since Fitzsimmons to wear light-heavy crown. 





@ @ Mexico, the “floating city,” is full of surprises for 
the visiting tourist, but one*of the most surprising sights 
is an exact replica of the famous Eiffel Tower of Paris, 
located just around the corner from the Plaza De Toros. It 


stands around 40 feet high and you can sit under its , 


spreading legs and sip tequila while a string orchestra 
plays soothing music. 

What’s the surprise? The fantastic manner in which 
the owner of this enchanting bistro, called Paris: Nights, 
got the cash to start it. It’s fitting that his symbol is the 
Eiffel Tower, because that’s how he got the cash. He 
stole the Eiffel Tower and sold it to—of all people—the 
Netherlands Government! 

No one knows his real name. In Mexico City he’s known 
as Pierre Ermetenger. A quiet, dapper man of perhaps 45, 
he’s single and very popular with the ladies. 

His swindle (Pierre calls it that with a devil-may-care 
laugh) took place during the latter part of 1949 in Paris. 
At that time, still devastated by the destruction of World 
War II, Europe lay in dire need of metal to use for 
rebuilding. Iron was especially prized. 

The Netherlands Government, desperate for any source 
of metal, sent.a group of buyers all over the Continent, 
scouring it for any possible iron to be had. 

The Eiffel Tower is 100 per cent iron. 

“I have always abominated that rusty monstrosity,” 
Pierre Ermetenger told me, sipping a glass of pernod in 
his Mexico City cafe. “You know, of course, that it was 
never meant to stand. It was built, as you remember, for 
the Great Exposition in 1889. And when the Exposition 
was over, it was intended to be torn down, along with 
all the other buildings on the fair grounds.” 

Pierre heaved a great sigh and called for another glass 
of pernod. “Alas,” he went on, “by the time the Exposi- 
tion closed, the tower had become a symbol of Paris. Not 
to the Parisian. Ah, no, he is too worldly and in love 
with beauty to accept such a hideous symbol as his own. 
But the visitors, the tourists—they all wanted to see the 
tower. So the true gentlemen of the Paris Municipal Coun- 
cil let their love of money overcome their love of beauty. 
The tower attracted tourists to Paris, did itP Yes! Therefore 
it could stand. For just one more year, then it could be 
torn down.” 

But when the year was over and the Council announced 
its intention of dismantling the metal skeleton, a flood of 
protests swept in. So the tower was reprieved, for just 
one more year. 

And every year since then the same farce has been 
reenacted. The law reads the same every time—one year 
from this date the Eiffel Tower will be torn down in order 
to restore the former beauty to the Champs de Mars. 

Every year the same bill is passed, and every year the 
tower wins out and gains another year of life. Sure, it’s 
ugly as sin, but the tourist dollar isn’t, and the tourists 
’ want to go up in the slanting elevators to the very top, 
where they can look down over Paris and eat in one of the 
three elegant restaurants. 

In 1949 Pierre Ermetenger was employed as a key figure 
in the Reconstruction Committee of the French Govern- 
ment. He, along with about a dozen others, had the power 
to buy and sell land and goods for the public welfare. 

By this time, after having participated in two puppet 
governments, Pierre was a little tired of the constantly 
confused political scene in (Contimued on page 77 ) 





Like these Parisians, Pierre 
- ean afford to relax in Mex- 
ico City. He got 10 million 
francs from Dutch govern- 
ment as go-between in deal. 


Built for Grand Exposition 
of 1889, Eiffel Tower was to 
be torn down (but became 
big tourist attraction). Paris 
has statute saying so, which 
gave Pierre idea to sell it. 


In the Greatest Con Game on 





Record, Pierre Ermetenger "Sold" 


Paris’ Eiffel Tower to the Dutch 


Government in 1949 for Scrap iron 
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“Yd like to marry your daughters, sir!” 


Where did you bury it?” 
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“I don’t know why you can’t buy your own razor!” 


I’ve been a very busy man!” 


“To put it mildly, 
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contending Braves, Nellie Fox of the defending Sox, and Willie McCovey of the challenging Giants. 


Dodgers’ Larry Sherry “is 
of the.year because of f 
World Series 





Los Angeles Should 
Repeat in the National 


League Race; While in 
the Junior Circuit the 


Chisox Will Take It All 


The Giants are Woes long shot bet to win National League pennant, helped 


By CLEM BODDINGTON 


@ @ Injuries TO key players, trades which plug gaps on 
the contending teams before the June trading deadline, 
club and individual morale changes, the advancing years 
of established stars, and even, mother-in-law trouble can 
upset the most careful calculations of the seer who tries 
to pick the winners in the 1960 National and American 
League campaigns. 

This being understood, we shall proceed with the tra- 
ditional guessing game: 

The Los Angeles Dodgers should igi as winners of 
the National League pennant. 

“We are stronger than we were in 1959,” 
says Manager Walt Alston, a man not given 
to idle boasting. 

“Our pitching staff has five fine starters 
in Don Drysdale, Sandy Koufax, Stan Wil- 
liams, Danny McDevitt and Larry Sherry, 
our relief ace of 59. They are backed up 
by Johnny Podres, Roger Craig, Johnny 
Klippstein and perhaps relief ace Clem 
Labine will come back.” 

The World Series infield of Gil Hodges 
at first base; Charlie Neal, probably the 
best second sacker in the National League, 
at second base; lead-off whiz Junior Jim 
Gilliam at third base; and Maury Wills, 
with Don Zimmer and Bobby Lillis to as- 
sist, at shortstop, give the Dodgers a good 
infield. Then there is the highly promising 
slugger, Frank Howard, and the versatile 
Norm Larker, either of whom may spell the veteran Hodges 
at first base, enabling Gil to play a few games at third base. 

Veterans Carl Furillo and Duke Snider are again regu- 
lar choices for right and center field positions, with Wally 
Moon in left field. If the grind wears down Furillo and 
Snider; Don Demeter, Ron Fairly, Rip Repulski, Don 
Miles, Chuck Essegian and Sandy Amoros are: ready to 
step into right or center fields. 

Johnny Roseboro is no Campanella, but does a capable 





Stengel is in unfamiliar spot 
of chasing instead of leading. 


by Orlando Cepeda (scoring above) and the two Willies—McCovey and Mays. 


job-as the No. 1 catcher. 

Alston’s strong bench and bull pen should. see his Dodg- 
ers through to another flag. Moreover, don’t discount that 
old Dodger spirit that enabled a team, which finished 
seventh in 58 and was unfamiliar in the Los Angeles 
Coliseum, to rise to the heights and win in a play-off and 
World Series in ’59. 

San Francisco’s Giants, piloted by Bill Rigney, appear 
to be the runners-up. The Giants faded in the last days 
of the 59 campaign, but the addition of Billy O’Dell, the 
crack southpaw pitcher from Baltimore in 
trade for Jackie Brandt, gives the San 
Francisco entry a stronger pitching staff. 
O’Dell, Johnny Antonelli, Mike McCor- 
mick and Sam Jones will be Rigney’s big 
four starting pitchers. Jones, incidentally, 
led all National League pitchers last sea- 
son in the earned run averages with a 
handsome 2.82. His 21 wins tied the total 
racked up by Milwaukee’s ageless lefty, 
Warren Spahn. Ramon Monzant, out of 
baseball in ’59, has returned to pitch, too. 

Billy Loes, another acquisition from 
Baltimore, and a very good pitcher when 
he’s in the mood; Stu Miller, Jack Sanford 
and Worthington make up a strong bull 
pen group. 

In addition to the .317-hitting Orlando 
Cepeda at first base, Rigney has the Rook- 
ie of the Year, sensational Willie McCovey, 
who hit .356 in 52 games. McCovey could help the Giants 
battle the Dodgers into a play-off series. 

Rigney has plugged the gap at second base with Don 
Blasingame from St. Louis, an infielder who can hit as 
well as field. Davenport, at third base, led all his National 
League competitors at third base in fielding in 1959. Jose 
Pagan, a better hitter than Davenport, is available to step 
in at the hot comer. Bressoud and Rogers will alternate 
at shortstop. (Continued on page 52 ) 
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_ FLATHEADS OF 
THE AMAZON 


(Continued from page 29) 


- map of the area around Pucallpa. “Here,” 
he remarked, pointing to a penciled cross 
on the paper, “is Pucallpa.” 

I followed his finger as he traced the 
northward course of the Ucayali River. 

“Two days out of here by outboard 
motor you must leave the river, turn left 
and follow a secondary stream called the 
Puno. But be careful,” he said as he hur- 
riedly took a swig from his bottle of beer. 
“This little river, the Puno, is muy malo. 
The banks are narrow and the shallow 
water is filled with tree trunks and huge 
stones. But that is nothing,” he continued. 
“Beneath these tree trunks and stones lies 
sudden death. Thousands. of hungry 
piranhas are there, just waiting for some 
unfortunate creature to fall’into the water. 
Then you know what happens,” he said, 
his eyes widening in frenzy. 

Before I had a chance to tell him I 
knew all about piranhas and their carniv- 
erous habits, Fernando exclaimed: “In 
three minutes you are a skeleton! It takes 
no longer than that for a hundred little 
piranhas to eat every morsel of flesh from 
your bones!” 

He sat back and surveyed me calmly. 
This was no-time to tell him that for years 
I had paddled dozens of Indian canoes up 
and down piranha-infested rivers, that for 
days at a time on some of my trips into 
the deep interior I had lived on a diet of 
these bony little fish. whenever no other 
food was available. 

But that was all part of living next to 
nature. The Amazon is not a place for 
the amateur, the untried or the fearful. 

Now that Fernando had warned me of 
the horrors of the Puno River, his eyes 
returned to the map. “One day on this 
river brings you to a large inland lake. 
It is called Ymiria. In this lake there are 
over 1400 kinds of fish, according to Ka- 
malkeiri, But most important,” he added, 
‘emphasizing his words with his forefinger, 
“are the Indians who live on its banks. 
Here, amiga, are the Shipibos—the monkey 
people!” 

He dropped his voice as if afraid to 
speak the words. “I tell you the truth, 
senorita. 1 have heard that these people 
have long flat heads and actually speak 
the language of los monos!” 

Searching his face, I saw that Fernando 
meant every word.he was saying. Beads 
of perspiration dotted his forehead, not 
so much from the heat as from the fright 
he had built up within himself just talking 
about these monkey people. 

Well, I was a sucker for stories like this. 
After all, the home of these monkey people 
was only three or four days away from 
Pucallpa and, quite frankly, I was bored 
with living in this shanty town of bamboo 
huts and foul-smelling dirt streets. I want- 
ed adventure. 

Later that afternoon I walked down to 
the river bank and made arrangements to 
rent an Indian canoa which had been 
built to hold: an outboard motor. The boat 
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SHIMMERING RAINBOW cuff 
links and earrings are newest rage 
in jewelry. The whole color spec- 
trum glows and flashes in chang- 
ing, iridescent hues from inside 
jewelry. To order, clip this item, 
mail with check or money order 
for $2.75 postpaid for either cuff 
links or earrings. Be sure to in- 
clude your name and address. 
Money-back guarantee. Edmund 
Scientific Co., Barrington, N. J. 


BLEND-RITE is a new 
oil reservoir that mixes 
and measures gas and 
oil for a perfect 2-cycle 
fuel. It holds 1% gal- 
lons of oil, blends 28 to 
37 gallons of gas at one 
oil filling. In applica- 
tion a gas pump nozzle 
is inserted in the con- 
ning tower. When trig- 
ger is squeezed, gas is 
automatically turbo-mix- 
ed, homogenized with 
oil in an exactly propor- 
tioned fuel as gas flows 
into the filler can or 
tank. Blend-Rite sells 
for $19.95 ‘at marine, 
sporting goods and 
hardware stores; also au- 
tomotive and lawn and 
garden shops. To order 
direct, contact The Alva 
T. Smith Co., Milwau- 
kee 15, Wisc. 


FOR HAPPY PICNICS take 
along an IMPERIAL insulated 
picnic bag with unusual linen- 
textured covering. Elegant enough 
to be used at home as a big ice 
chest, it keeps foods and bever- 
ages hot or cold. Available in 
pearl or charcoal (both with gold 
sunburst), the Imperial costs only 
$4.95 at leading department, 
hardware and housewares stores. 

















FOR THE GREATEST HOME MOVIES, outside and indoors, use the new 
BELL & HOWELL 8mm Zoomatic. The camera zooms from normal to wideangle 
to telephoto and back again by simple fingertip control. It also changes from 
normal speed to slow motion at the push of a button. List price is $199.95. 





ANY BOAT OWNER would be proud to 
put these medallions on the dash or bulk- 
head of his craft. One shows Neptune, 
King of the Sea; the other St. Christopher, 
Patron Saint of the Traveler. In bronze 
or chrome, they're 3%” in diameter, 
3/16” thick. $4.95 each, from Boat Names 
Co., 5910 E. New 40 Hiway, Kansas City 
28, Mo. 





PROTECT YOUR EYES from the sun with Swank’s handsome new Solari folding 
sun glasses, imported from Italy. Frames are black or brown; lenses green or 
brown. Glasses come in an attractive leather case, retail for $3.95 at better 
department stores everywhere. 

















was about 30 feet long, hollowed out of 
a giant tree. There was room enough to 
carry a couple of drums of gasoline, pre- 
cious fuel I would need to take me to the 
monkey people and back again to Pucallpa. 

I had planned on making the trip alone, 
but at the very last moment engaged a 
young Indian boy by the name of Pepe 
to come along. Pepe knew how to operate 
an outboard motor and could help me in 
many other ways. Besides that, he was 
well-acquainted with the Ucayali and 
spoke Quechua, the native Indian language. 

Early the next morning J set out with 
Pepe in the canoe, carrying only such es- 
sentials as blankets, mosquito netting, a 
flashlight and gifts for the Shipibos, in- 
cluding combs, mirrors, ribbons, fishhooks 
and a half-dozen shiny new machetes. We 
did not worry about food. There were 
Indian villages on the way and I had long 
since become used to such jungle “delica- 
cies” as boiled boa svake, baked alligator 
tail, fried black beetles and plump grub- 
worms. _ 

The jungle has often been called a green 
hell, and to the inexperienced it is just 
that. During the day ‘+ takes on an air of 
deceptive beauty. Thousands of multicol- 
ored birds, gorgeous butterflies and orchids 
of every hue make it a paradise of unex- 
celled beauty. But at night nature shows 
its sinister side. The mating cry of giant 
jaguars, the shrill bark of howling mon- 
keys, the discordant bird cries turn the 
air into a bedlam. 

To walk along junzle trails once the 
sun has set is to invite disaster. Deadly 
bushmasters, some 10 feet in length, whose 
bite is fatal within minutes, come out in 
search of food. Coral snakes, some no long- 
er than a lead pencil, slide softly through 
the brush. Death waits on every side. 

We spaced our trivel in short river 
jumps, taking five days to make the trip, 
and always making certain that by 4 
o’clock each afternoor we were off the 
river and safe in a village of some friendly 
tribe. There was a reeion for this. In the 
late afternoon hordes of mosquitoes leave 
their swampy hiding places in search of 
food, and more than anything else, they 
prefer human blood. (Little wonder then 
that all Indians are saf-ly under their mos- 
quito nets by 6 o’cleck each night. 

‘Actually there are worse terrors than 
mosquitoes. With the first shadows of night 
giant vampire bats descended on the vil- 
Jages and hovered over our nets, trying 
to find some way of sucking blood, our 
blood, as we slept. The Indians told me 
that the bats drew blood from the lower 
tip of the nostril without ever awakening 
their victims and left only a telltale trickle 
of blood under the rose. ; 

Five days after le.ving Pucallpa Pepe 
swung our boat into a dense mass of weeds. 
Shutting off the motor, we poled the canoe 
through the sharp saw grass. which tore 
our. clothes as we worked our way slowly 
forward toward Lago Ymiria. And then, 
quite suddenly, one of the most beautiful . 
natural inland lakes I’ had ever seen ap- 
peared before us. The water was deep 
and blue, and about a mile across was 
the rim of the jungle, looking cool and 
serene in the late afternoon light. 

As we approached the shore I saw the 

(Continued on page 46) 





STOP TOBACCO 
Me 


Banish the craving for tobacco as thou- 
sands have with Tobacco Redeemer. Write. 






Today for free booklet telling of injurious 
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palm-thatched huts of an Indian village 
and Pepe headed in that direction. This 
was the home of the Shipibos, the flat- 
headed Indians who, according to Fer- 
nando, my Cholo friend in Pucallpa, talk- 
ed with the monkeys. 

Hearing the approach of our motor, the 
Indians ran down to the bank to await 
our arrival. What I saw was unbelievable, 
yet true. The Shipibos, and especially the 
children, had elongated flat heads that 


looked almost as if they had been put: 


through a wringer. I sat there with my 
mouth open, not daring to believe what 
my eyes actually saw. It wasn’t until Pepe 
nudged me, telling me in Spanish to look 
at the women, that I saw another incredi- 
ble sight. Some of them were standing 
there holding the hairy paws of huge Am- 
azon monkeys, just as though they were 
holding the hands of their own children! 
One woman, a fat full-bosomed creature, 
was actually nursing a small monkey at 
her left breast. Other animals, left behind 
in the village, set up a confused chatter, 
filling the air with screeches. 

Getting out of the boat, Pepe and I 
immediately distributed our gifts, which 
brought smiles and giggles from all the 
women. As we walked slowly up toward 


‘the palm-thatched huts I had an oppor- 


tunity to observe this strange race of In- 
dians. They were small in stature, the 
men averaging about 5 feet and the wom- 
en slightly smaller. They had light brown 
skins, coarse black hair and dark brown 
eyes. The men wore homespun shirts: and 
trousers which were dyed a solid black. 
Intricate and colorful designs were inter- 
woven on the backs of their shirts and 
on either side of their trousers. 

The women were much more colorful. 
Their dresses consisted of a skirt and 
blouse, both of which were hand-woven 
from wild jungle cotton and _ brilliantly 
dyed. Loose-fitting blouses exposed bare 
midriffs, and their skirts were as wide as 
they were long. Draped around the body, 
they were turned down over the stomach, 
exposing the navel. The intricate designs 
which were interwoven throughout the 
skirt fell into place when the garment was 
finally adjusted. Like all other Indians, the 
Shipibos were barefooted, and they painted 
their faces with a series of delicate red and 
blue lines. The women’s shoulder-length 
black hair was cut in bangs, which hung 
low over their foreheads, and crude silver 
pendants hung from their noses. 

Entering one hut, Pepe quickly erected 
our mosquito nets and hammocks and we 
were in business. 

It took two or three days for the In- 
dians to get used to our living with them, 
but after that they became friendly, al- 
lowing us to eat with them and to hunt 
and fish with the men of the tribe. Strange- 
ly, the many monkeys remained hostile, 
screaming and chattering from the exposed 
rafters where they took refuge the moment 
I came near them. Pepe explained that it 
was because I was white and smelled dif- 
ferently. 

No matter how raucous these little crea- 
tures became, just a few words of a 
strange language, spoken in a high falsetto 
voice by any of the women, calmed them 
immediately and for a little while the ani- 
mals would climb down from the rafters 


and join the Indian women and children. 

It was nothing to see a monkey snug- 
gling in a woman’s arms or romping out- 
side the hut with the children. It was as 
though they all belonged to the same fam- 
ily. But which family? Human or anthro- 
poid? That was something I could not 
determine. But the route I followed to 
Lago Ymiria from Pucallpa is definite and 
available to all skeptics who would care 
to verify these facts. 

It took several days to learn the secret 
of how the Shipibos flattened their heads. 
The process is achieved by ee flat- 
tened boards made from two rows of small 
bamboo sticks, much in the manner of a 
vise, which are applied one row across 
the forehead and the other on the back of 
the skull. This strange device is left on 
during the day and removed only at night. 

The Shipibo women told me that the 
boards are first applied to a child’s head 


’ within a week after it is born, and the 


process is continued until the child. is 
5 or 6 years of age. By that time the 
skull bones are permanently set and the 
contour of the head is radically changed. ~ 

The reason for this strange practice was 
even more interesting than the actual phys- 
ical fact. 

Throughout the Greater Amazon Basin 
savage Indian tribes are known to have 
many fantastic and unusual religions. Some 
worship the sun, the moon or stone idols. 
Several tribes even worship the rare al- 
bino anteater. This isn’t so unusual when 
one considers the fact that cats were once 
sacred to the Egyptians, and even today 
the people of India worship cows and re- 
fuse to kill them under any circumstance. 

For hundreds of generations the Shipibos 
have revered monkeys as supernatural be- 
ings, and accordingly did all they could 
to change their own physical features to 
closer resemble the adored animal. This 
they accomplished by elongating their 
heads. They have continued the horrible 
practice ever since. According to their be- 
lief, this assures the tribe of good hunting 
and fishing, and even more important, that 
the women will not give birth to crocodiles, 
snakes and other feared jungle beasts. 

Their resemblance to the ape doesn’t 
end with this cranial deformity. They have 
a tremendous spread between their big and 
second toes, something never seen among 
ordinary tribes. Also, Shipibos use their 
toes in the same nimble manner with which 
they use their fingers. Women never stoop 
to retrieve an object lying on the ground; 
they simply pick it up with their toes. 
Indian children can climb trees just as 
quickly as their furry friends. About the 
only thing missing in comparison is the tail. 

While most other Indian tribes consider 
monkey meat a basic food, the Shipibos, 
not only refuse to eat them, but under no 
condition can the animals be put to death. 
Perhaps the monkeys sense this and feel 
safe with their human protectors. 

Undoubtedly an anthropologist or some 
other scientific man will someday solve 
the mystery of this strange affinity between 
monkey and man, or possibly some linguist 
will be able to record and decipher the 
language of the monkeys. But until then 
well just have to keep on wondering— 
which came first, man or monkey? 

THE END 
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minted $100 bills 
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stock certificates .. . 
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. money and in- 
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and form, yours as 
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the book and put- 
ting its million dol- 
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don’t. I will tell you 
woe pe Rees a : : how to start on a 
shoestring, build up a sizeable roll, then pyramid that 
into a fortune. I'll tell you-how to use other people's 
money to build a mountain of cash for yourself! 





Find it hard to believe? 

Perhaps so — but you can verify 
my statements. When the book 
arrives, please do this: 


First: take a look at page 136 and see 12 dif- 
ferent kinds of sideline businesses you can start with 
almost no capital at all! These enterprises require no 
specialized knowledge. They are so unusual that almost 
no competition exists. Yet the need for them is so 
great that a few people like, yourself are now taking in 
as much as $35,000 a year from them! 

Second: turn'to pages 62-66. Here you'll learn how 
easy it is to pick up inventories of bankrupt firms at a 
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a profit of 200% to 400%. How you can buy up ac- 
counts receivables for maybe 10¢ on the dollar, then 
collect 60¢ or 70¢ on the dollar! How you can act as 
a middleman negotiating business deals between two 
firms—and collect a fat commission. Plus other oppor- 
tunities every bit as lucrative, almost under your nose! 

T'll say it bluntly: if you get this book now, ,and 
put a few of its ideas to work, you'll be well on your 
way to wealth within a short period of time. The 
dollars will roll in—first in a trickle, then in a stream, 
then in a mighty flood-tide! 


Where to Find Your 
Private Pot-of-Gold 


Take any field, real estate for example. Today, with 
our exploding population creating a land scarcity, 
there's no faster way to make a mint. In three fact- 
filled chapters, this book will show you where to find 
bargains in real estate. You'll learn how to acquire 
houses, stores, apartment houses, garages—under the 
market value, and then make substantial annual profits, 
or resell at huge profits. You'll learn how to buy up 
old mansions no one wants, convert them into multi- 
unit apartments, and get a 30% or better return on 
your money. You'll see how to make quick profits in 
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Mr. John Alan Appleman is an attorney, spe- 
cializing in estate planning for physicians, manu- 
facturers, ranchers, business men, etc. He is the 
author of 36 books, plus many articles which have 


appeared in numerous top magazines including the 
Readers Digest. He has written a two-volume text 
on estate planning, and articles on legal subjects for 
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ognized authority. 
land ‘adjacent to railroad tracks .. . filling stations... 
subdivjsions . . . and much more in the same_vein. 


Just a few words about the stockmarket. Please 
glance at page 51 . . . and discover what is probably 
the most lucrative, yet most overlooked field of invest- 
ment in Wall Street. I'll tip you off to an industry 
where ‘‘insiders’’ are making fabulous gains today. For 
instance, if you’d put only $100 into Stock “A” two 
years ago, you'd have $5000 right now . . . and 
if you'd put that $100 into Stock “B’’, your money 
would have mounted to $9500! 

And that is not all. Do you know that you can get 
12% interest on a 3.6% bond, and keep your interest 
tax-free? Do you know about the astronomical growth 
prospects in certain special situations? That certain 
obscure mutual funds have appreciated two and three 
times as fast as some of the better known ones? 


How to EARN MORE MONEY 
IN ONE YEAR Than the Average 
Man Earns in His Whole Lifetime 


Would you like to switch careers—get into a field 
where there’s really BIG MONEY to be made? For 
example, look at wholesaling or jobbing. This is a 
stable, highly rewarding field. You can start with very 
little capital, Chapter 8 tells you all about it... . 
including several specialized areas, where ~~~ can 
keep your office in your hat, devote only severa: ..— 

a week to the business, and still add thousands ot 
dollars to your income. 

Want-to open a retail store? You'll be told how to 
select a field with a promising future and build your 
business to success. Or possibly you've got your eye on 
manufacturing, insurance, hotel or the restaurant field 
—contracting or a service occupation. If you go about 
it in the right way, you can make a fortune in any of 
these fields. 


Blaze Your Trail of Wealth 
Along the Same Paths Taken by 
America’s Self-Made Millionaires 


You'll find nothing but 100% sound, practical, 
prudent money-making methods in this book. “How 
to Increase Your Money-Making Power’’ gives you the 
identical methods used by men who have built (not 
inherited) vast personal fortunes. William Zecken- 
dorf, the real estate tycoon . . . Louis Wolfson, the 
young “‘business doctor’’ who buys, cures and sells 
ailing enterprises Conrad Hilton, the hotel 
magnate . . Burton Hurd, famous stock market 
analyst and adviser . . . these and other professional 
money-makers show you the ideas and strategems 
which have made them millionaires several times 
over. And, in addition, in one unusual chapter, you 
are told the secret of tax-sheltering your gains, so that 
you keep what you make! 






HUNDREDS OF THE HOTTEST 
MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


° 66 oy 
in 18 “How-to-Cash-in” Chapters! 

1. Make Yourself Inflation-Proof and Depres- 
sion-Proof. The strategy of making money no 
matter what the national economy may be. 

2. The Stock Market: Join Your Fortune with 
America’s. Fabulous growth prospects in little- 
known industries and stock issues; smart way to 
invest; stock portfolio for you. 

3. You Can Make Money on “Special Deals.” 
Picking up amazing bargains in merchandise; 
accounts receivables; tax liens. 

4. Real Estate Can Give You An Income. 
Places to find lucrative real estate at 25% to 50% 
under market value; making mony in rental 
properties, rooming houses, motels, *~ :. 

5. Fortunes in Business Prope ,. Acquiring 
high-income property with little estment. 

6. Making Money with Land. Upportunities in 
timber; fruit orchards; pasturage; mineral rights. 

7. Ideas and Ingenuity Create Money. A bil- 
lionaire’s formula for making vast sums of money. 

8. Ideas in the Retail Field. 35 different busi- 
nesses suggested and analyzed. $ 

9. Success in Selling and Sales Management, 
Real Estate, Advertising, Accounting. 

10. Getting Into Profitable Insurance, Banking 
or Finance. Agency plan; dealer plan; investment 
syndicate; building and loan companies, etc. 

11. The Business of Entertainment. Making 
money in bowling alleys, skating rinks, theatres, 
etc.; promoting sports events at fantastic profits. 

12. Manufacturing—Setting up a manufactur- 
ing business; finding new products. 

13. How to Finance a_Business Enterprise. 

14. Unique Enterprises That Offer Good Op- 
portunities. Vending Machine Business; Grain 
Elevators; Storage Warehouses; etc. 

15. Saving Money On Taxes. How to handle 
your income to hold down your tax bill. 

16. The Executive at Work. The 11 personal 
traits that are identified with success. 

17. Planning for Success. Determining a per- 
son’s aptitudes; professional vocational counsel. 

18. Don’t Rock the Family Financial Boat. 
Your insurance, home, car; when and where to 
borrow; how to save intelligently. 

and much more; yes a veritable en- 
cyclopedia of money-making ideas. 



































Prove My Statements 
Entirely at My Risk! 


Under the impact of this book, your whole view- 
point on money will undergo a radical change. Instead 
of thinking in terms of a $5 or $15 a week raise, 
you'll think in terms of moves that will make you 
$500 or $1000 in deals. 
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To Increase Your Money-Making Power.’’ Let me con- 
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Just return the no-risk coupon today. The cost of 
the book is only $4.95. I'll send you the book under 
this flat guarantee: It MUST visibly and measurably 
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or you can send it back for every cent of your money 
back. Fair enough? 

Don’t let this great opportunity slide by. You have 
nothing to lose—and everything to gain! Right now, 
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~,, and so would my 
girl friends. Maybe 
we're better models 
than businesswomen, 
but by golly we just 
started our owe little 
usiness — selling our fa 
, own photographs and films! (Why 
should some “‘promoter” make all the 
money off of us?) Just tell us about 
the type gal you'd like (figure and 
hair), and how you'd like her posed. 
We promise to do our best (yes, we 
know what you have in mind!) I 
you'll send along just 25¢ (to help 
pay for postage and expenses) we’l 
send you our illustrated booklet that 
tells all about us. Won’t you give us 
a try? Thanks! Waite me. 
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PARADISE 
FOR MALES 


Here’s a Garden of Eden, unspoiled! Grace- 
ful, flirtatious beauties far outnumber the 
men. Beach and sun provide the life you want. 
Food. is abundant, drinks cheap, the pace 
leisurely. For one or two dollars a day, you 
live like a king! : 

This is no dream, it’s a real place—a day’s 
trip if you’re in a hurry. You can go by car 
or bus, train or plane. So close is Paradise, if 
you know where to find it! ; ’ 

This romantic retreat is fully described in 
a new book PARADISE FOR MALES. Other 
incredible retreats, equally thrilling, equally 
available, are also included in this fascinating 
book., Of special masculine appeal are the 
full-page pictures, showing types of native 
beauty. 

Adventure calls! It takes just one dollar to 
get all the practical information you need— 
how to go, where to stay, what to do, how 
little it costs. If you don’t find a dollar’s worth 
of excitement in text and pictures, return the 
book for refund. 

To get PARADISE FOR MALES, send 
$1.00 or pay postman cost plus postage. 


PLAZA BOOK CO., DEPT. Y437 
109 Broad St., New York 4, N. Y. 
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points of vantage where they could watch 
the firing of the Vanguard TV-3 rocket 
from its testing grounds. They were joined 
by tourists who for weeks had been stay- 
ing in near-by motels, eating such items 
as “Missile Barbecue” and watching fish- 
ermen come ashore with pieces of metal 
from rockets in their nets. 

The whole world knew the time had 
arrived for America to launch its first 
space satellite in a do-or-die attempt to 
catch up with the Russians, who had al- 
ready fired two Sputniks into orbit around 
the earth. 

Precisely at 10:40 a.m. a red ball was 
hoisted over Cape Canaveral, indicating 
that the blastoff was imminent. At 11:34 
the supporting gantry was rolled away, 
and ten minutes later the count-down be- 

an. 

T minus 7—minus 6—minus 5—the num- 
bers reeled off in breath-taking seconds 
as they were flashed in digits on the screen 
inside the blockhouse, where the missile 
men, excited and tense, kept their eyes 
glued to the dials, their fingers on the 
buttons and knobs. Some of them, through 
their periscopes, could see the first traces 
of white-hot exhaust appear at the base 
of the rocket as it stood on the pad 750 
feet away, pointing its needle nose to the 
sky.: 

T minus 4—minus 3—minus 2—one—T 
zero! 

For about two seconds the Vanguard 
faithfully followed its prescribed schedule. 
It rose, ponderously, from the pad—one 
foot, two feet, three feet—and then seem- 
ed to stand still, suspended in midair. 
From beneath the rocket spurted a tongue 
of orange flame. Then the rocket keeled 
over and exploded into a fireball 150 feet 
high. 

A science professor at Ohio University 
called it “the worst news for the United 
States since Custer’s last stand.” Through- 
out the world wisecrackers had a field day 
with such words as, “the flopnik” and “the 
goofnik.” ~~ 

If by this time the security officials in 
Washington suspected the missile program 
was the target of saboteurs, they kept the 
information very much to themselves. Pos- 
sibly because there was nothing to prove, 
or because to yell sabotage would sound 
like sour grapes. 

Still, only a few months before the 
Vanguard sputtered its dying gasp at Ca- 
naveral, defense officials knew that a fleet 
of Russian submarines was operating off 
the Bahama Islands for the purpose of 
spying on and sabotaging the development 
of guided missiles on the near-by Florida 
coast. The Soviet undersea fleet, which 
numbers at least 450 vessels throughout 
the world, was reported to be using radar 
jamming equipment and radio signals to 
destroy the rockets, either while they were 
rising from the pads or while they were 
in full flight over the Atlantic. 


The persistent reports of Soviet sabotage 
arose again in February of 1958 when the 
U.S. Navy announced ‘that it was sending 
a destroyer escort squadron to sea from 
Newport, Rhode Island, under special 
orders to investigate “unidentified con- 
tacts” in the Western Atlantic. Coupled 
with these developments came word from 
Florida that a Navy P2V Neptune bomber 
had sighted five foreign submarines during 
joint maneuvers in the Atlantic by Ameri- 
can and Canadian vessels. The naval 
plane’s crew said it could clearly see the 
hammer and sickle displayed on the under- 
sea craft. These disclosures left little doubt 
that Russian subs, lurking off the Florida 
coast, might be blasting the U.S. missile 
program to smithereens. 

At the same time, the menace of sabo- 
tage was bringing havoc to other parts 
of the nation. In the spring of 1958 ten 
servicemen and civilian workers were 
burned to death in the explosion of eight 
Nike-Ajax missiles at Leonardo, New Jer- 
sey, only 45 miles from New York City. 
The 21-foot TNT and shrapnel projectiles 
were supposed to be accident-proof, and 
the Army said they were no more danger- 
ous to the thickly-populated neighborhood 
than an ordinary gas station. But one day 
while the men were busily engaged in 
adjusting the missiles, the entire battery 
exploded in flames, spreading death and 
destruction over a three-mile area. The 
cause was listed as unknown. 

One reason a rocket is easy to sabotage 
lies in the complex mechanism which has 
a total of 300,000 parts, any one of which 
might cause a misfire. And the possibility 
of saboteurs working on the missiles be- 
comes even more alarming in view of the 
fact that security regulations are difficult 
to enforce in private industry, where a 
great many American missiles are manu- 
factured. 

Even while the government tries to pick 
up the pieces of its space program, the 
mysterious wrecking crews continue to 
operate on an ever-widening front. Only 
a few weeks ago the Navy disclosed that, 
for the second time in three months, sabo- 
tage had occurred on board a nuclear- 
powered ship. 

First, the famed atomic-powered sub- 
marine Nautilus was given a complete 
overhauling after sustaining what the Navy 
called “apparently intentional damage.” 
And then, at Quincy, Mass., three anti- 
mine cables aboard the 300-million-dollar 
guided missile cruiser Long’ Branch were 
found sawed almost in half. 

Convinced now that saboteurs were bor- 
ing at will into the nation’s rocket pro- 
gram, a team of twelve FBI men joined 
Naval Intelligence in a search for the 
saboteurs. But once again the wreckers left 
no tracks, and vanished. : 

There is a bright side, however, to the 
picture because eight American satellites 
have been put into orbit. But this is a 
small return from a program that is ex- 
pected to cost at least 32 billion dollars 
by the middle of 1960. 

For the past fifteen years America has 
fired countless numbers of missiles, rang- 
ing from ballistic rockets to huge booster 
engines for sending space vehicles aloft. 
But the Russians are still far ahead in all 


‘departments. This, in spite of the fact that 


more than a ccntury ago 
the U.S. Army organized 
its first rocket battery— 
fifteen years before the 
Civil War, in 1846. 

_ Only last December 
the failure of the biggest 
rocket America has ever 
launched, a_ three-stage 
Atlas-Able, gave Program 
Director Adolph L. Thiel 
a chance to sum up the 
situation, Glaring through 
the darkness at Cape 
Canaveral as a flame- 
colored chunk of missile 
fell into the Atlantic, 
Thiel was red-eyed and 
weary as he told news- 
men the unhappy news: 
“We didn’t make it. 
Something happened. We 
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don’t know what.” 

That, however, is not 
the view shared by Dr. 
Stanley P. Gunning of 
New York, a university 
scientist and récket ex- 
pert who says that Red 
sabotage is the reason 
America is running a 
poor second in the race 
for space. What’s more, 
Dr. Gunning says our se- 
curity officials are fully 
aware of the espionage 
network and its opera- 
tions. 

“There is no reason,” * 
says Dr. Gunning, “why 
American - made_ rockets 
and missiles should not 
be the very best in the 
world. Americans, 
through the years, have 
invented automobiles, air- 
planes, radar, television 
and countless other sci- 
entific marvels, all of 
which not only worked 
but also set standards of 
of performance for all 
the world to follow. 
Never in our _ history 
have we experienced so 
many failures in one field 
of endeavor as we have 
with rockets and missiles. 
We don’t believe we're 
violating any security 
regulations by laying the 
entire blame to sabo- 
tage!” 


(Editors’ Note: Follow- 

ing is a chronological list 

of the missiles, satellites and rockets which 
failed to perform: 

February 21, 1957 . A radio-con- 
trolled Matador missile ran away from 
the Air Force at Alamogordo, New Mex- 
ico and went on a wild, uncontrolled 90- 
minute flight of up to 700 miles before 
it ran out of fuel and crashed. The missile 
came to earth in southwest Wyoming af- 
ter outdistancing two pursuing jet planes 
which tried to destroy it. 

March 1, 1957 . . . A Defense Depart- 
ment spokesman in Washington said that 


advance, even before ordering merchandise. 


Famous World Trader Guides You 
Y. 


one of the most famous international traders the world 
: wn. Mr. Mellinger even shows you how to put ex- 








mike. Germany $13. 
Dept. C1037 * 1717 Westwood Blvd. * Los Angeles 24, Calif. 


perience you have gained through 
jobs, hobbies and interests to work 
making extra import profits for you. 


: Hunting Rifle 
Italy $3.24 


») 
() Sim. Pearl Necklace 
2 Japan 4Y2¢ 


&) 


| 16mm Camera 
Magazine load, 
with case and 
hand strap. 

| Uses standard 
16mm film 
Japan $2.30 


NAM 







MELLINGER CO., 


“something went wrong” when a guided 
missile was fired in a test at Patrick Air 
Force Base in Florida. There were reports 
that a red flash was seen at the testing 
grounds. 

May 22, 1957 . . . A guided missile 
exploded on its firing pad at the Florida 
testing ground, creating a huge ball of 
fire that could be seen for miles around. 

June 11, 1957 . . . The mighty inter- 
continental Atlas, star of the Air Force 
guided missile program, exploded soon 
after it was blasted off from a launching 
pad at Cape Canaveral. 

December 6, 1957 . . . The first UWS. 


You Keep ALL the Profits . 
This is a NEW idea for making money. Not a catalog 
or franchise distributor “deal” where you buy catalogs:a! 
ports from others and watch them turn the real wealth o} 
labor into luxuries for themselves. Mellinger puts you in dire 
contact with the ORIGINAL OVERSEAS SOURCE! He 
makes no profit on your imports. The profits are all yours. On 
one of the lower priced products shown here, an importer fol- 























ADDRESS 


CITY & ZONE. 







lowing the Mellinger Plan has already taken in a 
half million dollars! You, too, can cash in on the 
big demand for imports, if you know this method. 


Free Samples — CONTACTS ABROAD 


Following the Mellinger Home-Import Plan you receive 
FREE imports—and membership in International Traders, 
a world-wide organization of Importers and Exporters which 
helps beginners to a fast start. You will receive confiderttial 
monthly bulletins revealing names and addresses of actual 


d . overseas suppliers. You are shown how you can easily deal 
4, with foreign suppliers, how to get samples, how to make big 


savings on your own purchases. 


‘Rush Coupon for FREE Details 

Start now to exciting cash profits in the new Import 

boom. Mail coupon for FREE BOOK, “Success Stories 

in World Trade,” which will change your whole idea 

of the money you can make, full or spare time, in your 

own Home Import Business. No salesman will call. 
) Airmail reaches us overnight. 


MELLINGER CO., Dept. €1037 
2 1717 Westwood Bivd., Los Angeles 24, Calif. 
Show me how these amazing buys abroad can give 


me my own big profit Home Import Business. Rush 
book and details without obligation. ALL FREE! 










attempt to send a space satellite aloft 
failed when the Navy’s Vanguard rocket, 
which was to carry a baby moon into 
space, exploded and burned two seconds 
after it was launched. 

December 18, 1957 . . . The Army’s 
intermediate range Jupiter missile failed 
to complete its flight after an otherwise 
successful launching. The Defense De- 
partment said technical difficulties caused 
the failure. 

February 28, 1958 . . . The Air Force 
launched a 1,500-mile Thor ballistic mis- 
sile from Florida, but refused to say 

(Continued on page 50) 
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Secret Aroma Helps 
Win the One You Love 


Unforgettable as a lover's first kiss! Bewitch, 
allure and captivate with this rare, stimulating fragrance. Just ONE DROP 
of this secret aroma a endure for hours . . . enchantingly encircle lovers 
like a binding knot . 


to’ you! 
FREE PERSONAL DIRECTIONS 
Free personal directions REVEAL HOW to use if you wish to experience 
joyous love. The one you love can be yours. ..can love with great emotion 
an bs awakened toa tare exciting you.) -if you KNOW HOW to use 
theve love drops: 


PLUS 1 SECRETS OF Will open your eyes 
® HOW TO WIN LOVE! fisea’”’ ”" ‘° 


Many readers of that complste en enbgprening book have LEARNED MUCH 


ought ay It ls te 
is SIMPLE, MSERAIGHT FPR . THE SHO JULDER 
AANGUAGE secrets of elena a NEW, carey ‘OUS 











1 confidential blems. 
AL ILLUSTRA’ ATIONS, 
pe sad, ss acon Love Dro order, 
SEN NO ‘Y—Full size bottle and free 
ratty sent in lai wrapper. Pay postman on deliy- 
ery $1.98 plus postage or send only $2 and we pay 
postage. One bottle added if two are ordered. RUSH 
order now. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE if you 
are not completely delighted after trial use. Delay 
is lost love. 


DORELL PRODUCTS Co. 


Dept. 229 Box A, Glen Oaks, NM. Y. 





| sincerely believe a trial 
order will convince you that 
| have the best 4x5 B&W art 
photos posed sans lingerie by 
beautiful, buxom young girls. 
Complete series $ $5-$10-$15 
NO free samples or C.0.D. 
SAMPLE SERIES JUST $1 
Marilyn Mansfield, Dept. 12 
Box rg Crenshaw Sta., Los 
Angeles 8 , California. 











D YOUR NAME TO SELECT MAILING nage 
app, 10 AMERICAN AND Eto cen Loa Sh 


INTEREST TO 


MEN. SEN 
Harrie BOX 37004, LOS ANGELES Par *EaLiF. 


Ss. M. L. 


Don’t Be petite? 








SEND NO MONEY! Learn the facts! 

Receive, absolutely FREE, a big assort- 

ment of our finest, most sophisticated - 

adult films OR an 8mm. precision-viewing 

instrument! Then each month, enjoy the 

most dynamic, action-packed films produced 
— so downright superior we ship only on 
No Risk Home Trial! Yeu’ll be amazed and 
delighted at the outstanding quality . 
satisfying action. (‘‘Collectors Specials’? 
to the most demanding.) Only Hollywood’s most 
beautiful and curvacious models, starlets and 
strippers, appear in Guild films. Why risk 

: disappointment? Deal with the Guild — 

~ Hollywood's first and finest film club! 


WHAT MEMBERS SAY: 


Se 


. done business with you 4 years — only 
club, that satisfied me on films and service. 


Thanks!’ J. W., Calif. 


“_.. girls are beautiful . . . surprised you had 
what I wanted. Not easy to get. Keep ’em 


coming. D.H., Minn. 


- your service was prompt. The films fine. 
Expect to give you all my film business. No 
more fly-by-nights for me.’’ 

P.M., N.Y. 


“e 
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. and will add a more thrilling, irresistible charm . 













FIGURE STUDIES 


Undraped Artists’ Models, in Full-Color! ! 


Professional Artist's private collection of Figure 
Studies, in vivid full-color transparencies and 
sparkling black and white photos. Ultimates in 
perfection of the Sodraped form, photographed 
close-up and at breathtaking camera angles. Not 
retouched, to provide the utmost in truly realistic 
detail for study by the serious artist and the 
amateur alike. UNEXCELLED AS AN AID TO 
HOME STUDY. NOT OBTAINABLE ELSEWHERE 


BEAUX ARTS SET.......... 6 color slides—$3.50pp 
WHEATFIELD SET 6 color slides—$3.50pp 
BOTH SETS....12 B & W Enlargements—$2.00pp 


(Wheatfield Models off-guard and unposed, fine 
for outdoor, calendar, and group art work). 


ARTISTS & PHOTOGRAPHERS WORKSHOP 


BOX 574 DEPT- X 
PLAINFIELD, NEW JERSEY 


(No C.O.D.s—Send check or M.O. with order) 















Erupies O95) So) SE 


in BEAUTY ) corgeous, breath-taking Color Slides 
of lovely figure mod di 
liberately planned to 
most in feminine penny: ou will be 
thrilled at the detail, and clar- 
Ity. TWENTY DIFFERENT 2x2 
Mounted oer sent prepaid in p! 
ealed wrapper for $3.95 BB i080. 8). 
SPECIAL OFFER: Tw o Different 
Sets of 40 Color Slides for “only $6.95. 
For an adventure in eye-filling 
beauty, order yours T: ! 


WATIONAL, Dept. 25-F, Box 5, Sta. E, TOLEDO 9, OHIO 





LIMITED TIME FREE GIFT OFFER! 


Movie Club Guild Dept. 6-7 
}1031 Magnolia Park Sta., Burbank, Calif. 


~ () Please rush FREE GIFTS & Membership 
details, without obligation. 


0 Send listing of Family and Kiddie Films. 


g 


name. 








address. ‘ 
+ 


city. zone. state. 


Do not order adult films unless 21 or over. 





back. Newsmen ran: for cover. 


whether its nose cone was recovered suc- 
cessfully or how far the Thor traveled 
before falling back to earth. 

March 5, 1958 . . . The Army launched 
its Explorer II satellite at Cape Canaveral 
and announced the next day that it had 
failed to go into orbit, and had probably 
plunges back into the earth’s atmosphere 
and burned. 

April 28, 1958 . , . The Navy suffered 
another disappointment when a Vanguard 
satellite failed to orbit because the third- 
stage rocket did not fire. 

May 28, 1958 . . . Another Vanguard 
satellite, launched by the Navy, was pro- 
nounced unsuccessful because the vehicle 
failed to go into orbit normally. 


July 10, 1958 . . . The Air Force hinted 
a, failure today in the firing of a Thor- 
Able rocket bearing a mouse in its nose 
cone. 

August 17, 1958 .. . A Thor-Able moon 
rocket blew up in the Florida skies at 
8:19 a.m. only 77 seconds after it had 
been launched to a height of ten miles 
above the Atlantic. 

August 24, 1958 . . . The Army launch- 
ed its Explorer Vv satellite, walghing 37.52 
pounds, but it failed to go into orbit. 


August 31, 1958 . . . A Snark inter- 
continental guided missile turned around 
when troubles developed during flight and 
crashed off Cape Canaveral, seven hours 
after being fired aloft. 

September 26, 1958 . . . The seventh 
Vanguard satellite launched by the Navy 
failed to achieve an orbit around the 
earth. It was the Navy’s sixth failure in 
seven tries. 

October 11, 1958 . The second at- 
tempt by the U.S. to fire a rocket to the ; 
moon failed when the Air Force launched 
a space satellite called the Pioneer, which 
climbed about one-third of the distance 
toward the moon before plunging back to 
earth. 

November 8, 1958 . . . The U.S. counted 
its third unsuccessful attempt to probe 
the moon when a four-stage rocket went 
out of commission after climbing to about 
1,000 miles above the earth. 

December 8, 1958 . . . The Army, for 
the first time, tried to send a rocket to 
the moon, but the attempt ended in failure. 

August 14, 1959 . . . A Titan inter- 
continental ballistic missile fell back on 
its launching pad and exploded at Cape 
Canaveral only two seconds after the 
blastoff. 

September 22, 1959 A Jupiter 
rocket blew apart today shortly after it 
was launched from Cape Canaveral. 

September 24, 1959 . . . A Thor-Able 
satellite failed to go into orbit after being 
successfully fired ion the Florida testing 
grounds. 

December 3, 1959 . The biggest 
rocket the U.S. had ever janice —a 
three-stage Atlas-Able—was fired toward 
the moon, but an hour later it was an- 
nounced that the rocket had failed. 


February 19, 1960. . . . The Discover- 
er X satellite was destroyed seconds after 
being launched, when it veered from its 
course. The 7-story-high satellite roared 
straight from its launchin ng pad for about 
30 seconds, then appeared to be turning 
THE END . 
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Amazing Scientific Plan Adds New 


Attractive Pounds and Inches 
AS FAST AS YOU WANT... OR YOU PAY NOTHING! 


START GAINING WEIGHT TODAY ...AND KEEP 
ON GAINING HEALTHY POUNDS AND INCHES! 


Don't be skinny . . . Put on pounds and inches of new, attractive flesh . . . and 
feel like a new person. Vitatone Tonic and Appetite Stimulant is an amazing Scientific 
Formulation for easier weight gains. It helps you gain pound after pound, which makes 
your figure better looking . . . while you eat the foods you choose. It peps up Vitamin 
deficient Appetites . . . automatically you gain weight without conscious effort. And at 
the same time, you lose that “tired feeling,” have more resistance, sleep better at night. 
If you are skinny and tired because of poor appetite or poor eating habits . . . this 
medically safe, easy way helps you gain energy faster, and puts on pounds and inches 


of new weight, for a shapelier figure. e 


NOW. YOU CAN LOOK BETTER... 
HAVE A HEALTHIER, MORE ROBUST 
FIGURE! 


Vitatone is entirely safe, contains no drugs, no 
stimulants, but is a medically scientific Concentrated 
Food Formula that's EXTRA RICH in easier to 
assimiliate calories, fortified with othes proven 
weight building elements. Many underweight 
people have smaller than normal stomachs. Half- 
way through a meal, they're full . . . can eat no 
more. Vitatone is more than a meal. Yes, each daily 
supply of Vitatone is as rich in calories as many a 
skinny person's regular ful! meal. 


ONE OF THE MOST POWERFUL YET 
SAFE WEIGHT GAINING FORMULAS 
THAT HAS EVER BEEN OFFERED! 


Vitatone’s* 10-in-1 Formula is 
like a Doctor's Prescription . . . 
Special care was taken to form- 
ulate it so that it was won- 
derfully tasting. It was pre- 
pared so as to be approved 
and recommended for use by 
men, women, and even young 
children. 
THESE ARE THE PLACES ON 
YOUR BODY WHERE YOU TEND 
TO BE UNDERWEIGHT 
Cheeks 
Arms 
Thighs 
Legs 
Hips 
Calves / 


BE APPEALING—HAVE 
SELF-CONFIDENCE 

If you are skinny and embarrassed when you un- 
dress because of scrawny body, thighs, arms and 
legs . . . Now you may be able to quickly put on 
more attractive pounds and inches so fast it will 
amaze you 
Medical Science . . . a delicious weight adding 
formula, jam-packed with wonder calories to help 
your body gain good-looking flesh automatically, 
wherever you need it . . . on face, neck, arms, legs 
and ankles .. . Almost like magic, skinny “broom- 
stick” figures fill out all over the body into a 
beautiful “‘new look” that wins popularity! Con- 
centrated Vitatone stimulates Vitamin Deficient 
appetites ... New Pep, Vigor and Vitality. 





(MPORTANT: Forget everything you have ever heard 
about -weight gaining products before today! Don’t 
confuse Vitatone with any other formula you have 
ever seen, heard of, or tried. Vitatone is a medically 
researched product. A weight gaining wonder 
formula unlike anything ever released without a 
Doctor's Prescription! And here is the overwhelm- 
ing proof! When you use Vitatone concentrated 
10-in-1 Formula to add: weight... you will be 
among the fortunate men and women who Stee 
tienced incredible weighe ins ... after every other 
weight gaining method failed them. 


No other product can claim all these amazing 
weight gaining and health giving ingredients. 


HOW VITATONE WORKS TO GIVE 
YOU NEW ATTRACTIVE POUNDS AND 
INCHES .. 

Here is the actual formula*...The amazingly 
safe, tested, way to gain weight. The method you 
may have heard about ... now ready for sale with- 
out a Doctor's Prescription. 


Concentrated 10-in-1 
Weight Gaining Formula Contains: 
BPA (Dicalcium Phosphate Anhy- 


® 
drous)—When you take concentrated Vitatone. this 


. . Vitatone is developed by Men of _ 


tested ingredient will build body tissue, strong bones 
and Ppa your body with two needed minerals of 
Human Nutrition. 


2. Enriched 8-12... Called the sensational growth 
vitamin, this is the world famous ‘red vitamin” 
doctors prescribe to build healthy robust appetices 
.-has a remarkable .ability...proven in clinical 
tests on children to cause weight and growth gains. 


3. Special Iron (From Ferrous Sulfate) . . . Helps 
correct iron deficiency anemia, which makes you 
feel tired, listless, and run down. Helps rich, red 
blood for added pep, and energy too. 


4. Stimulating B-1... Two average doses of Con- 
centrated Vitatone contain four times the minimum 
daily requirement of Vitamin B-1...An appetite 
building vitamin that increases your desire for food 
...helps you relish your meals, and look forward to 
dinnertime with happy anticipation. 


5. (Calciferol) Vitamin D . . . A proven: high con- 
centrate vitamin which pees you build strong 
bones . . . A proven aid in keeping your teeth in 
good condition as well. 


Five Other Ingredients . . . making concentrated 
10-in-1 Vitatone Formula one of the greatest weight 
building products ever developed! Loaded with 
super-calories that help you put on pounds and 
pleasantly, 


inches of_good-looking flesh, easily a 


RELEASED ... WITHOUT A 
PRESCRIPTION 


Used successfully by thousands of Doc- 
tors. You can. now gain, new, attractive F 
pounds so quickly, so easily, so safely, 
that your friends will be amazed. Yes, 
you can do this without cramming with 
sugary tonics, fishy oils, drugs or dan- 
Rerous overeating. ; 

The ingredients in Vitatone were tested 
yy rs.on underweight men, women 
and children of all age groups and 
found effective. 


HELPS YOU ENJOY NEW ENERGY AND 
A ZEST FOR LIFE WHILE YOU ADD 
WEIGHT! 


It is very rare that a Weight Gaining Formula 
offers an underweight person the opportunity to 
maintain a vigorous, alert appearance, enjoy sound 
sleep and have a good sense of well being... when 
they are in the process of gaining the needed 
pounds and inches they so urgenly desire. You will, 
we feel, thank us a thousand times for telling you 
about Vitatone, the most amazing Weight Gaining 
Formula Ever Developed. 
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GUARANTEE 

Accept no substitutes; only Vitatone 
Concentrated Weight Gaining Formula ¥ 
ingredients . . . in- B 
wed for sale with- 
'rescription. . . . ¢ 

ey Ma bd Coacsaratod Fermuia 
beck st Amazing 6 
Guarantee In the [Entire History of 
Weight Renee Products: . 1 
If are not completely satisfied that B 
VITATONE a, peping you, gain 
Precious inches quickly an 
ily; the ei ponetl the X 
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VITATONE HEALTH PRODUCTS [G 
*Dicalcium Phosphate Anhydrous 
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THE SECRET OF THIS SAFE, DOC- 
TORS APPROVED WEIGHT GAINING 
FORMULA! 


The ingredients in Vitatone have been more 
thoroughly tested over a longer period of time, by 
mare Dacia in more clinics and hospitals than 
many other products sold anywhere without 2 Doc- 
tor’s Prescription. Doctors have proven time and 
time again that the wonderful ingredients in Vita- 
tone are completely safe and produce no unpleasant 
side effects. 

You may take Vitatone with complete confidence, 
content in the knowledge that the ingredients have 
been released for sale without prescription. Is it any 
wonder that Vitatone not only helps you gain an 
attractive, more shapely figure, by fortifying weight 
maintaining meals with its concentrated ingredients 
... but also helps you put good looking flesh on 


” face, neck, arms, hips, thighs, legs and ankles. Why 


be skinny . . . why let your life slip by without 
trying . . . No matter what you've tried, Vitatone 
is the one product that can help ‘ou! It's a shortcut 
to easy, safe, and pleasant weight gains. Uncondi- 
tionally Money Back Guaranteed if it doesn’t work 
for you! Yes, this is our unconditional guarantee 
. . . Vitatone must gain weight for you . . . or it 
won't cost you a penny! 


PROOF POSITIVE 


If you want to see good-looking pounds and inches 
of attractive weight added to your Face, Arms, 
Hips, Thighs, Calves . . . to every inch of your 
body where you are thin, then read the thrilling 
Medical Facts on this amazing concentrated AP- 
PROVED WEIGHT GAINING FOMULA: try 
“Wonder-working” Vitatone . . . Now available 
Without a Doctor's Prescription . . . Entirely at 
our expense! 


Here is the astonishing answer . . . Under- 
weight people, while actually taking Vitatone, re- 
Port easy weight gains of 12 to 26 pounds! 


".. . Gained 26 pounds in 7 weeks ... to me, 
Vitatone’s the best product I've ever known.” 
: —Mrs. A. F., Brooklyn, N.Y. 


'T’'m a nurse and | was always tired and worn out 
after my Night Shift. Now I eat better and can do 
my work better since taking Vitatone.” 

—Miss J. V., Registered Nurse, N.Y.C. 


"My son was skinny, underweight and unbi 
he’s now 15 pounds beavill and looks wonderful 
—Thanks to Vitatone.” —Mrs, M. W., Texas 


"Gained 5 pounds the first week . . . Since then 
went from 105 to 122 pounds.” : 
—Miss S. C., California 


The only real test of a Weight Gaining product 
is this—How many pounds and inches did le 
- and Vitatone ‘holds the 





gain in actual use . . 
answer for you! 





DOCTORS 
WRITE ON 
LETTERHEAD 
FOR 
CLINICAL 
SAMPLE 
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WHAT VITATONE THE ‘MIRACLE 
WEIGHT GAINER MEANS TO YOU 


VITATONE may or New He 


kinny 


ling 


pep ond 


r fig 
AT OUR RISK how 
Tonic and Appet 


VITATONE 


help y 


UNDERWEIGHT iS NOT HEALTHY... 
HELP YOURSELF TODAY ... DON’T 
STAY SKINNY! 


Your doctor may have been warning you that your 
underweight condition can lead to fatigue, loss of 
sleep and low resistance. Your doctor may also tell 
you that underweight can make you , 
sensitive and ashamed . . . That you may be feeling 
“gawky” and ill at ease, because you are so thin. 

If you are skinny because of poor appetite or 
poor eating habits .. . if you feel tired out all the 
time . . . /ook pale, underfed, almost sickly, if your 
resistance is low and you sleep restlessly at night, 
then you should make up your mind to test 
GENUINE CONCENTRATED VITATONE. 

If when summer comes, you're ashamed to wear a 
bathing ‘suit, try this New Weight Gaining Dis- 
covery, Concentrated Vitatone today. You may say, 
“I never thought I'd be so happy on the beach. I 
never shou ge I could gain weight so easily. The 
Vitatone Tonic and Appetite stimulant Plan is 
just wonderful.” 

Take advantage of Vitatone's Special Introductory 
Free Trial Offer! Do it today! 


VITATONE HEALTH PRODUCTS 
41 Union Square, New York 3, N. Y. 


VITATONE HEALTH PRODUCTS 
41 Union Square, New York 3, N. Y 


o coe send me your Generous Introduc 


and without question. 


NAME __. 
ADDRESS 


© Please ship C.0.D. as marked above. 
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i MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 


Please send me the complete VITATONE WEIGHT GAINING PLAN AS MARKED BELOW: 


The very first bottle must help me gain weight as fast as | want, must help me to look 
better and feel better . . . must be delicious to take or my money will be refunded promptly 


1 [want to save $2.94. Please send me Triple Size (3: bottles) 63-Day VITATONE WEIGHT GAINING 
PLAN. | enclose $6.00 cash, check or M.0. and thereby receive | GENEROUS 21-DAY PLAN 
ABSOLUTELY FREE (regular price $8.94). Same absolute money back guarantee. 

(When you send cash with order you save up to 90c in postage charges and C.0.D. Fees.) 








ZONE ..... STATE Moos si ES Ee 
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Dept SR-7 i 


21-Day Plan. | enclose $2.98, cash, check, or 


ALL ORDERS RUSHED IN PLAIN WRAPPER 
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Kirkland and the marvelous Willie Mays 
are starting outfielders, with Alou, Cepeda 
or McCovey (depending on who ends up 
playing first) available to fill in at the 
other outfield post. 

Landrith will be the first-string receiver, 
with a rookie catcher to be selected as his 
substitute. 

If O'Dell and the hitting potential both 
come through, the Giants are a good long 
shot bet to take it all. 

Milwaukee’s brand-new manager, Chuck 
Dressen, predicts that his youngsters will 
help his veterans win the National League 
flag. “We lost in the play-off last year. It’s 
obvious that it wouldn’t take too much 
improvement to win,” says Dressen. 

Even so, it says here that Milwaukee 
will take third place. 

Lew Burdette and Warren Spahn, vet- 
erans, will be aided in the starting mound 
assignments by Jay, Willey and the south- 
paw Pizzaro. The bull pen will be in- 
habited by Bob Buhl, Bob Rush and Don 
McMahon. 

This pitching staff looks good on paper, 
but it’s a bit threadbare in spots. 

Joe Adcock is again the regular first 
baseman. Frank Torre, who fell off in his 
hitting last season, will be Joe’s alternate. 

Mel Roach is expected to play second 
base, but if he fails to measure up to ex- 
pectations, Chuck Cottier and the vet- 
eran Red Schoendienst are expected to fill 
in for him. Of course, Ed Matthews, who 
hit 46 home runs to lead the National 
League in 1959, is a fixture at third base. 
Dependable Johnny Logan is the Braves’ 
shortstop. 

Dressen expects much in the way of 
heavy hitting from Wes Covington. Coy- 
ington; Hank Aaron, the National League 
batting champion; and Billy Bruton com- 
plete the regular outfield trio. Al Spangler 
is the substitute picket man. 

Del Crandall, one of the better all- 
around catchers, is the first-string mask- 
man. He will be assisted by Charlie Lau. 

Cincinnati's Reds, managed by Freddie 
Hutchinson, have a new starting pitcher 
in Cal McLish, who won 19 games for 
Cleveland last year. He came to Cincy in 
trade for Johnny Temple, now the In- 
dians’ second baseman. On paper McLish, 
a slow starter, should be good for 15 wins 
after he gets to know the weaknesses of 
the National League batters. 

Other Red pitchers are Don Newcombe, 
Nuxhall, Purkey, Brosnan, Lawrence, O’- 
Toole and Hook. In addition, the crack 
reliever, Lefty Henry, obtained from the 
Chicago Cubs, is the bull pen ace. Several 
rookie hurlers will be tried out. 

If Gordon Coleman, the rookie acquired 
from Cleveland in the Temple-McLish- 
Martin trade, makes the grade at first base, 
Frank Robinson, a .311 hitter, will return 
to the outfield. Billy Martin, the former 
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Cleveland pepper pot, is at second base. 
Willie Jones and Eddie Kasko will play 
third base. The ever-reliable McMillan is 
at shortstop. 

Vida Pinson, last year’s sensation, Gus 
Bell and Robinson, along with Jerry Lynch 
and Lee Walls, obtained from Chicago for 
Frank Thomas, are the outfielders. Ed 
Bailey, a hard-hitting receiver, Dotterer 
and House, from Kansas City, comprise 
the catching staff. 

Pittsburgh, Chicago, St. Louis and Phil- 
adelphia should finish in that order in the 
second division. 

The Chicago White Sox will win the 
American League flag after a bitter fight 
with Cleveland and New York. 

“We shall win again and also win in 
the 1960 World Series,” says Al Lopez, 
Chicago’s pilot. 

“Our team drove in only 620 runs in 
winning the pennant last year,” observes 
Al. “By adding Minnie Minoso to our out- 
field and Gene Freese at third base we 
have gained two men who hit a total of 
44 home runs and 162 runs in 1959. Those 


extra runs batted in will lessen our need: 


to win by one-run decisions, and we will 
not have to call on our bull pen so often.” 

Early Winn, a 22-game victor in ‘59, 
should be good for at least 18 wins. Bob 
Shaw, Billy Pierce, Dick Donovan, Barry 
‘Lattman, Frank Baumann, Don Ferrarese, 
Striker and Garcia are the other starting 
pitchers. Lopez also has the bull pen artists, 
Staley and Lown. 

Kluzewski, Fox, Freese and Aparicio 
comprise one of the top infields in base- 
ball. The outfield of Smith, Landis and 
Minoso, plus Jim McAnany and Jim Rivera 
is a combination of speed and some power. 
Billy Goodman and Sam Esposito are very 
handy utility men, too. Sherm Lollar, a 
good hitting veteran, is the first-string 
Chicago receiver. 

Joe Gordon’s Cleveland Indians are 
picked for second place. He has tightened 
up his infield with the inclusion of Johnny 
Temple, from Cincinnati, at second base. 
Vic Power, a fine glove man and a sharp 
hitter, will be anchored at first, instead of 
playing all around the infield. Bubba Phil- 
lips, from Chicago, and George Strickland 
will divide the third base assignment. 
Woody Held is again the shortstop. 

Rocky Colavito, who tied Washington’s 
Harmon Killebrew with 42 home runs to 
lead the junior circuit in *59, will play 


right field. Jim Piersall or Carroll Hardy . 


will be in center. Tito Francona, who had 
a big year at bat in ’59, will play left 
field. Russ Nixon and John Romano, a 
good young hitter secured from the White 
Sox, will catch. 

While the Indians will miss McLish and 
his ability to beat the New York Yankees, 
Gary Bell, Jim Perry and “Mudcat” Grant 
are top-notch starting pitchers. Herb Score 
may have a better year than he did in 
*59. Leo Kiely, the former Boston Red Sox 
southpaw, should prove to be a big help 
in relief. Other bull pen pitchers are Harsh- 
man and Cicotte. 

A physically sound Moose Skowron (he 
played in only 74 games last year) at first 
base should help Casey Stengel’s New 
York Yankees to finish third again. Kent 
Hadley, a left-handed first baseman fitm 
Kansas City, will be Skowron’s substitute. 


Bobby Richardson, the outstanding young 
Yankee of ’59, will play second base. Gil 
McDougald, if not traded for Washington’s 
pitchers Ramos or Pascual, will be at third 
base.. Tony Kubek will be the shortstop. 
Joe De Maestri, another ex-Kansas City 
player, Andy Carey and Cletus Boyer are 
the extra infielders. 

Roger Maris, the Kansas City outfielder 
of ’59 and a potentially great star, will 
most likely be in right, but will get a 
test in the tough stadium left field. Mickey 
Mantle will be in center field. The other 
birth is up for grabs among Hector Lopez, 
rookie Ken Hunt and possibly Elston 
Howard, when he isn’t catching. 

Although he’s slowing up, Yogi Berra, 
still a long ball hitter, is the Yankees’ No. 
1 catcher, backed by John Blanchard. 

Whitey Ford, Art Ditmar, Bob Turley, 
Jim Coates, Ralph Terry and possibly Duke 
Maas and Eli Grba, are the starting Yankee 
pitchers. Relief ace, Ryne Duren, his wrist 
healed, says he’s in as good condition as 
he was two years ago. Johnny James, from 
Richmond, may be added to the staff as 
a starting pitcher. Rookie flingers Stowe, 
Haney, Dick Short and Carpin may be 
seen at Yankee Stadium before the season 
ends. 

Detroit’s Tigers are slated to finish 
fourth. 

Jimmy Dykes, the round-man manager 
of the Bengals, took over the managerial 
reins in ‘59 after the Tigers had taken a 
dive toward the cellar under his predeces- 
sor, Bill Norman. This season Dykes starts 
the campaign under no such handicap. He 
may get a first baseman -to replace Gail 
Harris before the June trading season dead- 
line, but Frank Bolling, at second basé, and 
Eddie Yost, at third, seem set to play ‘the 
season through. Rocky Bridges, Chico 
Fernandez and Coot Veal will share the 
work at shortstop. 

Harvey Kuenn, the American League’s 
batting champion in ’59 with an average 
of .353, will play right field. Al Kaline, 
who hit a hefty .327, will be in center 
field, and Charlie Maxwell, who made a 
specialty of hitting home runs in clusters 
in single games as well as double-headers 
on Sundays, will play left field. Steve 
Boros, George Thomas, Em Lindbeck and 
Andy Kosko will be given trials as picket 
men, and one of them may be retained. 
Red Wilson and Lou Berberet are the 
catchers. 

The pitching staff will be headed by 
Frank Lary, who has won a reputation 
for beating the Yankees; southpaw Don 
Mossi, who jumped from a bull pen role 
into the limelight as one of the better start- 
ing pitchers in ‘59; Jim Bunning, Paul 
Foytack, Dave Sisler, Tom Morgan, Davie, 
Burnside and Narleski in the bull pen. 

Dykes plans to keep one or more rookie 
pitching hopefuls from among Semproch, 
Carey, Grzenda, Reed and Regan. 

In the second division of the American 
League the finish should see Baltimore, 
followed by Washington, Kansas City and 
—in the cellar—Boston. 

From here at Sir!’s hot-stove league 
bench, it looks like a rough, tough 3-team 
fight in both leagues, with the likelihood 
of a repeat performance of the ’59 series 
between the L.A. Dodgers and the Chisox. 

THE END 
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Now—Run Your Car 
Without Spark Plugs- 


Get Up to 31 More Horse-Power, 8 More Miles per Gallon 
URE temo] TR Ae aacili Wai cy- Oy 





Yes — this revolutionary new FIRE INJECTION SYSTEM — installed in 15 minutes, 
must deliver maximum power and economy WITHOUT CHANGING TO HIGH- 
PRICED PREMIUM GAS — must give you up to 31 more H.P., 8 more miles per 
gallon for the life of your car! See unprecedented GUARANTEE below! 


Your car runs because gaso- 
line is fed into the cylinders 
where a spark causes it to 
fire. Now here is the im- 
portant thing. The larger this 
spark is the more powerful the 
explosion. The more powerful 
the explosion, the more power 
you get from a given amount 
of gas. Poor explosion means 
wasted gas, loss of power, poor 
getaway, bad starting, a slug- 
gish car. Good explosion means 
more miles per gallon, more 
horsepower, blazing pickup; 
exciting car to drive 











park plugs control the effi- 
ciency of that explosion. And 
not only do they give a small, 
weak spark to begin with; but 
they get worse every mile you 
drive. And that you can see 


</ 





for yourself. Put a new set of 
spark plugs in your car and 
then look at them at 100 miles, 
at_a thousand miles. at 5,000 
miles. Every time you look 
you vill see more filth and 
ca‘.on and more of the pre- 
us electrode bu 









Now, read very carefully 
what I’m going to suggest .. . 
that you stop using spark 
plugs! That's right — get rid of 
them — forever. But... if you 
get rid of your spark plugs. 
what will ignite the gasoline 
and make the motor run? 

Well, please remember that 
today you can have gas in- 
jection and get far more mile- 
age, efficiency and power from 
less gas — and in a few years 
gas injection will have com- 
pletely replaced the carburetor. 
In the same way, now is the 
time for Americans to replace 
old-fashioned, temporary, in- 
efficient spark plugs with a 
modern, efficient, permanent 
fire injection system! 













Now, the SA FIRE INJEC- 
TION system is so inexpensive 
that it can pay for itself in 
vas savings alone in one 
month of driving. Forget for 
the moment about the extra 
pep, power, performance .. . 
the savings in spark plug serv- 
icing and replacement. . . the 
savings in wear and tear on 
pistons and cylinders. Just re- 
member this fire injection sys- 





tem will pay for itself in one 
month of driving! Here’s how: 

A spark plug jumps a spark 
across an air gap, limiting the 
size. A fire injector fires on 
the surface of a conductor. 
You get a heavy, powerful 
flame that will not blow out 
at pressures far greater than 
those created by the highest 
compression engine! 

On ordinary spark plugs the 
air gap is always getting big- 
ger, wasting power and gus. 
Plugs are constantly accumu- 
lating filth and carbon because 
of inefficient ignition. A fire 
injector has no air gap and no 
electrode to burn away. It 
never needs cleaning or set- 
ting; it actually becomes more 
efficient with use. It will ac- 
tually outlast any car, deliver- 
ing maximum efficiency with- 
out servicing or replacement. 

With ordinary spark plugs 
vou should be using premium 
gas, which costs from 4 to & 
cents more than regular gas. 
With fire injectors regular gas 
will give you up to 8 more 
miles per gallon, up to 31 more 
horsepower — plus easier start- 
ing in all weather. 

These are some of the rea- 
sons that the U. S. Air Force 
pays premium prices for spe- 
cial aircraft fire injectors for 
the high-powered engines of 
their jet aircraft. 






If you have automatic trans- 
mission, make a note of how 
fast your car crawls forward 
when it is in the ‘drive posi- 
tion, with the motor idling. If 
you have a sports car, a rac- 
ing car or a boat, make a note 
of the RPMs as indicated on 





the tachometer when the en- 


gine is idling. If you have 
regular, transmission, ._put your 
car in low gear on a level road 
and notice its speed with the 
motor idling. Next, take a 
spark plug wrench (you can 
procure one of these tools any- 
where) and remove your spark 
plugs. Just screw the injectors. 
right into the spark plug open- 
ings. Then -- no matter what 
kind of gas you have been 
using -- fill your tank with the 
poorest regular vas you can 
buy. That’s all you have to do 
to see the most amazing re- 
sults you can imagine! | 


CHECK YOUR RESU! 
: CAREFULLY 


If you have automatic trans- 
mission — now put your car in 
drive and let your engine idle. 
If your car stood still with 
spark plugs, it will move for- 








ward at from 4 to miles per 
hour; that means that the 
amount of gas that just kept 
your engine turning over will 
now carry you up to 6 miles 
at no cost to you!. 

If you have a racing car, 
sports car or a hoat, your 
RPMs will increase up to 200 
more ut idling —-up to 300 
more at higher speeds. If you 
have regular transmission, in 
low gear and with your motor 
idling vour car will move for- 
ward 4 to 6 miles per hour 
faster. In other words, no mat- 
ter what you drive, here is 
absolute proof that you can go 
further, faster and cheaper 
when you install SA FIRE 
INJECTORS in your car! 


SEND NO MONEY —_ 
JUST MAIL THE COUPON! 


Up to now these SA FIRE 
INJECTORS were practically 
made by hand and would have 
had to sell for as high as $5 
each, But we knew that 30 or 
40 dollars for a set of 6 to 8 
SA FIRE INJECTORS was 
more than the average driver 
could afford —so we decided 
to get the price down so low 
that these injectors would pay 
for themselves 12 times, in one 
year of driving. So here is my 
astonishing proposition. If you 
will check your car’s perform- 
ance carefully before and after 
you install your SA FIRE 
INJECTORS and then tell 


your friends and neighbors. 
about them, here is what I am 


prepared to do for you. 

You can have a set of SA 
FIRE INJECTORS forthe 
year and model of your car 
for a fraction of their value 
... that’s $1.49 each . . . only 
$8.94 for a 6-cylinder car or 
$11.92 for an 8-cylinder car. 
Now, if your SA FIRE IN- 
JECTORS don't meet my 
GUARANTEE - if they do 
not continue to deliver maxi- 
mum performance for the life 
of your car... you get your 
money back on 10-day no-risk 

asis. 





CHECK THESE DIFFERENCES 


FIRE INJECTOR 


air gap. required 
wire electrode 


SPARK PLUG 


Fires across air gap 

Wire electrode burns 
away 

Carbon ruins firing tip 

Needs cleaning and 
setting 

Needs periodic replacing 

Needs premium gas 

Must have exact heat 
range 

Spark blows out under 
pressure 


tip deterioration 
cleaning or setting 
ever 

replacing 

premium gas needed 
heat range 


blowing out even at 
highest compressions 





: Lait system: €¥: 
= me ‘starting: 





Ladies and gentlemen, I’m all through. If you’re not too 
lazy to take 15 minutes to remove a set of plugs and 
install a set of fire injectors and not too proud to save a 
lot of money — if you enjoy a car that delivers the maxi- 
mum in smooth, powerful performance — then choose the 
method of ordering easiest for you as shown in. the 
coupon and order your SA FIRE INJECTORS right now! 


Sterling Artco, Inc., 41 Union Square, New York 3, N.Y 


Dept. SR-7 


Yes, | want new pep, power and performance from my automobile! Please send me: 


(0 One matched set of 6 SA FIRE INJECTORS for $8.94 
( One matched set of 8 SA FIREJNJECTORS for $11.92 : 
0 Single SA FIRE INJECTORS (Number......... ) at $1.49 each #CYS.... 


a 


C] Enclosed is the full price for the SA FIRE INJECTORS 
| am ordering. You will pay the postage. In addition, 
1 will receive as a special FREE Bonus a famous illustrated 
62-page “Economy Driving Handbook.’’ Though | pay in 
advance, all terms of this offer and Guarantee-Insurance- 
Indemnity apply, and the Handbook is mine to keep even 
if | return the Fire Injectors. 


ERE aN eee ZONE.... STATE.......... E] Cash 
AGENT, DEALER, DISTRIBUTOR INQUIRIES INVITED 


MAKE 


MODEL 


Send my SA FIRE 

INJECTORS C.O.D. 
on your 10-day money- 
back guarantee. | will 
pay for the postage 
and C,O.D. charges. 





Pherae Prados URN Moroelemic stat aaaae thes Remittance 


enclosed: 
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WRITE Thrilling 
LOVE LETTERS 





How to Make Everyday Events 
Sound Interesting 
How to Make Your Sweetheart 
Write More Often 
How to Express Your Love 
How to Make (or Break) a Date 
How to Acknowledge a Gift 
How to "Make Up” 
How to Say "Those Little Things” 
How to Make Him (or Her) 
Miss You~ 
No longer need your letters be dry. awk- 
ward or uninteresting. HOW TO WRITE 
LOVE LETTERS is a complete book that 
shows you how everyday things can sound 
thrilling. It helps you to express your per- 
sonality in every letter you write. This new 
book contains dozens of actual sample letters 
that show you just how to write love letters 
from beginning to end. 
TRY 10 DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE. Money 
back if not satisfied. C.O.D. Pay postman 98c 
plus postage. If you send 98c, we pay postaae. 


PLAZA BOOK CO., Dept. L847 
109 Broad Street. New York 4, N. Y 


JOIN THE \WEW/\ 


MARCH OF DIMES 


Germany Offers 


the very best art photos featuring lovely 
models. Complete series $3, $5 and $10. 
SAMPLE SERIES & CATALOG, $1.00. 
FRAULEIN VERONIKA, Dept. 12 
P. O. Box 353, Bremen 1, Germany 


* FREE excinne 
CATALOG! 








ae 

Shows you how you can become the exciting 
female you know you arel All you have to do is 
dress the part in our bewitching French lingerie, 
fetching baby-dolls, abbreviated bikinis, daring 
panties, tights and g-strings, And, darling, wait 
‘til you see the shoes with the tall, tall heels 
any girl would fall forl See them all dramatic- 
ally modeled . . . don’t . 


Zac ror post 


and handling. 


Enclose 


Dept. 16 
P.0. Box 564, Sunland, Calif. 








weapon in my belt and lit my last cigar- 
ette. Braun’s temper flared. 

“So, Herr High-and-Mighty, you still do 
not like us Nazis! You believe in the sloppy 
nee of democracy about a free world 


other nonsense, nicht wahr?” 

I replied: “You stink, Braun. Wake up, 
it’s later than you realize. This is 1957, 
not 1942. Your fuehrer has been dead a 
long time. You supermen are kaput.” 

For a moment I thought he would 
jump me. Hatred glowed in his sunken 
blue eyes. But I was ready for Braun. It 
would be fitting to kill the man with his 
own Nazi trophy, the Blut und Ehre 
(Blood and Honor) knife which a phar- 
macy class had given him years before. 

But I had no time to savor the thought 
of his death. From outside our hut came 
a low, doleful cry full of menace, a chorus 
of male voices which throbbed and rose 
in intensity until it agitated every fiber in 
my body. 

A pack of wolves baying at the moon 
might make such a noise. But this massed 
sound came from the throats of men wait- 
ing to kill us. And I can’t say that I blam- 
ed them. 

The bitterness in my heart was like 
bile. Braun had brought this peril to us 
despite my warnings. 

“To hell with you and your Nazi talk,” 
I said. “If I had any sense I would never 
have come to Bamenda with you. Your 
kind ruined Europe, disgraced Germany, 
made everything that was decent look 
dirty. On this island the Chaggas don’t 
regard you as a superman any longer, 
Gunther.” 

But Dr. Gunther Helmut Braun, toxi- 
cologist, pharmacologist and drug re- 
searcher from Gottingen, wasn’t listening 
to my taunts, 

Though he was a quivering wreck who 
could barely hold the revolver, he popped 
a pill—probably his last one—into his mouth 
and closed his eyes, giving the drug time 
to work. Within minutes there was a new 
brightness in his face and his breathing 
became labored and eager. 

He made a gesture toward Tamapwa, 
the wife of T’moni, who was lying on a 
straw mat in a corner of the room. I 
glanced at rer. She was good to look at, 
even now. The young wife and mother 
moaned in her extreme need of Braun’s 
ministrations and literally groveled before 
him. 

Her urgent dope-induced, abnormal sex- 
ual wants, expressed in her whining and 
convulsive movements, affected me 
strangely. I put out my hand and touched 
the girl’s triangular ivarv face which was 
framed by long black hair reaching to her 
bare shoulders. But she ignored my touch 
and kept her glassy gaze fixed on Braun. 
To her I might’ never have existed. 

Despite the fact that other girls of 
Bamenda had found me not unpleasing, 
Tamapwa’s indifference hurt. Braun was 


an 


twelve years my senior and fat and flaccid, 
to boot. Nevertheless, he had an amazing 
appeal for the young woman, thanks to 
his. Nazi pills which had made her an 
addict. 

“One more of the love pills, please, 
bwana Braun!’ ” she begged in the Chagga 
dialect. “Let us be together in love again 
and forget the men outside who hate you. 
The pill, please, I must have one quickly! 
Give it, bwana!” the addict cried. 

It was enough to make a man retch, 
this pleading for still more love-making. 
But Gunther looked from me to the girl 
and I knew he was lost. In a daze, ob- 
livious of our danger, he took one last 
pill which he had secreted in his bush 
jacket and handed it to her, saying thickly 
to me: “Take the revolver, too, Werner. 
You are on your own now. I must stay 
with Tamapwa, she needs me. And may 
the devil help me, I need her. You see, 
I have become an addict too!” 


N 1939 when Hitler’s panzers rolled 
over Poland and touched off World 
War II, I was just 15 years old and lived 
with my mother and sister in Berlin, Ger- 
many. There I was a second-year student 
in the gynmnasium, or high school, major- 
ing in Latin and English. I had already 
decided to make language research my 
life’s work. 
My father, who had been outspokenly 
anti-Nazi in his lectures at the University 


‘of Berlin, was seized .and sent to Oranien- 


burg Concentration Camp. Three months 
after his arrest we leamed that he had 
been shot, allegedly while trying to escape. 

Soon afterward the deceptive “phony 
war” began in Europe. Since flight was 
still possible for a few, my mother, sister 
and I fled Germany and slipped over the 
border to Holland, and from there to 
Stockholm, where we lived with an uncle 
who had left Germany on the eve of 
Hitler’s seizure of power. 

I was 22 years old when the war end- 
ed, already a fine linguist and eager to 
begin my studies at the University of 
Gottingen’s language department. And so 
I returned to Germany, where diehard 
Nazi groups were still smarting under the 
Allied defeat. 

It was at Gottingen that I met Gunther 
Braun, a full professor in the College of 
Pharmacy, who resided in the same room- 
ing house I did. For a decade we were 
colleagues, though not close friends. 

Braun was 45 years old that year— 
1957—when I finally became an associate 
professor in my department. He was a 
stocky man with a florid face and some- 
what coarse good -looks, whose wide 
mouth became even wider whenever he 
saw an attractive girl on the street or on 
the campus. He was good company, a 
fine storyteller, a first-rate scholar, and, 
so far as I knew, he had been a Nazi 
in name only, 

“Believe me, gentlemen,” be had plead- 
ed before an Allied tribunal, “my swastika 
pin meant absolutely nothing. I loathed 
it. But I was a scholar, nein? To keep my 
teaching post in wartime I had to say I 
was a Nazi. But that was a mistake, and 
I realize a man must stand up for what 
he believes is right.” 

Braun must have made a splendid im- 


ression on the American and British of- 
ecrt on the hearing board for-he was 
given a clean bill of health and received 
_a promotion at the university. 

In the spring of ’57 he told me of an 
offer from the Muller-Semmelweiss Drug 
Co. in Hamburg, who wanted him to go 
to Africa for pharmaceutical research in 
native remedies and herbs. To my delight, 
he invited me to go along. A ‘modest in- 
heritance from my uncle, who had died 
the previous fall, provided enough money 
for steamer passage, a tape recorder and 
some books I wanted. 

“We will make quite a team, Werner,” 
he said with enthusiasm. “I with my drug 
research and you with your tape recorder 
and notes on the Chagga dialects. A pair 
of true scholars. But we may have time 
for a little pleasure with the girls now 
and then, no?” 

I told him I was not averse to girls, as 
long as they didn’t get in the way of our 
scholarly pursuits. 

When we were four days out at sea a 

news report on the ship’s short-wave re- 
ceiver said that a German schoolgirl in 
Frankfort had committed suicide by blow- 
ing her head off with a stick of dynamite 
held between her teeth. 
* “Fraulein Helene Stauffer, who had just 
turned 17, was four months pregnant, ac- 
cording to the coroner,” the newscaster 
said. “She left a note in which she alleged 
that the father of her unborn child was 
Dr. Gunther Braun, a prominent Gottingen 
professor now on leave ‘to do drug re- 
search in Africa. 

“The dead girl wrote: ‘It was those 
terrible exciting pills that Gunther gave 
me which changed my life. I had respect- 
ed him as a man and a teacher. Now I 
know that he is as bad as any person 
who ever did wrong in this world.” 

_ Knowing I was his cabin mate, the other 
passengers gave me the cold shoulder- af- 
ter they heard this report. I was stunned 
and returned to our cabin, where I found 
Gunther busily engaged in weighing some 
white powders on a small but extremely 
accurate pharmaceutical scale. Brusquely 
I told him the substance of the radio 
news flash. He listened gravely and*” 2n 
turned toward me and smiled pit: 

“Ach, Werner, you are a naive youth 
to believe such mischievous reports. It is 
true that I knew the Stauffer girl. She 
was old beyond her years, a vicious little 
slut who tried to blackmail me after we 
were intimate at an amusement park. But 
I know at least three other faculty mem- 
bers who had slept with Helene. It is un- 
fortunate that she chose to besmirch my 
name before she blew her silly head off 
with explosives.” 

I felt somewhat -relieved, for I could 
understand a man’s need of a woman and 
how a girl like Helene Stauffer, out to 
prey on males in the bitterly competitive 
Germany of the postwar era, might have 
tried to extort money from my friend. 

Still, it was a horrible way for any 
girl, regardless of her morals, to die. She 
must have been consumed by guilt and 
hatred of men. Poor Gunther, to get mixed 
up with such a pathetic trollop. 

We were on the Mediterranean and 
nearing Alexandria, Egypt, when Capt. 

( Continued on page 56) 
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FOR MEN ONLY 
Most sensational discovery since Kinsey. 
Why just look at pictures when you can 
have the REAL THING in your loving 
arms? GIRI,-GETTER tells where and 
how to get all you want. This is no gag! 
GIRL-GETTER is a terrific, simple form- | 
ula that has never failed. Don’t spend 
another night without it! 100% satisfac- 
tion guaranteed or your money back in 10 
days. Only $1 postpaid, plain cover. 
Write KAHM = BOOKS, Dept. C 

413 S. Osceola, ORLANDO, FLORIDA 





its. 5. Hoarseness or cough. 6. Indi- 


You can do two things to guard : 
gestion or difficulty in swallowing. 


yourself against cancer: Have an 


annual health checkup. Alert your- 7. Change in a wart or mole. If 
self to the: seven danger signals your signal lasts longer than two 
that could mean cancer: 1. Unusual weeks, go to your physician. Give 
bleeding or discharge. 2. A lump or him the chance to give you the 
thickening in the breast or else- chance of a lifetime, : 
where. 3. A sore that does not heal. © © AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY $¢ 





4. Change in bowel or bladder hab- 


necro THE GREATEST 


like her in 


‘vis sg = BURLECQUE 


production. 


cca, Mee 6 MOVIE EVER MADE! 


you shudder a 
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Pierre Treyner summoned Gunther Braun 
and me to his cabin. With the stern-faced 
captain was a pert French maid from our 
deck who was weeping copiously. 

I briefly noted the fine swell of her 
breasts, her heart-shaped face, her lovely 
_liquid eyes and remarkable legs. 

“Dr. Braun, I will get to the point,” the 
skipper said stiffly. “Mademoiselle Villeget 
here tells me that you persuaded her to 
swallow certain powders when she’ was 
making the beds in your cabin two days 
ago. Since then she has been in a very 
—er, shall I say—puzzling and distressing 
condition. We have had some astounding 
complaints about her from other male pas- 
sengers. Just what drugs are used in that 
powder, Doctor?” 

Without batting an eye Braun said 
earnestly: 

“I am amazed and saddened, Capt. 
Treyner. The girl said she had a head- 
ache; I mixed her a headache powder, 
that was all. True, she is something of a 
minx and perhaps we kissed, but ‘I think 
that hardly calls for this kind of interro- 
gation. I resent it, sir, and my company 
shall hear of this.” . 


ie WAS a fine show of inc ignation and 
again I almost believed G inther Braun, 
for his ire was convincing But at this 
moment the little French aid began to 
demonstrate some amazing physical symp- 
toms. Sidling close to Gi ther and obvi- 
ously under the influenc of drugs,. she 
murmured proposals too shocking to put 
in print. 

Her breath came in gasps, as if she 
were in the grip of fearful emotion. 
Quickly she inserted h r hand in Braun’s 
vest pocket and with rew a small gold 
box, taking two pills (om it. She popped 
them into her mouth before the skipper, 
the first officer or I ould stop her. 

Now began a - readful, nightmarish 
scene. I have witn ssed orgies in Stock- 
holm, a city of casu 1 women; unspeakable 
shows in Amsterdam. And I have delved 
- into the works of Krafft-Ebing, Havelock 

Ellis and other illustrious sex researchers. 
But never did I think it possible for a 
young woman to be so completely doped 
and in the grip of excitement so great 
that she would have killed or maimed 
any person who stood in her way. 

At last the captain spoke hollowly. “Dr. 
Braun, this girl is in a terrible condition. 
It seems, sir, that you got her into this 
state. Now, as a docfor, you have a re- 
sponsibility to quiet her.” 

Braun’s reply was indistinct; he was 
trembling. “Ja, Captain, I shall help the 
young woman. It is my duty.” 

The officers couldn’t conceal their dis- 

‘ gust, and the captain added curtly: “One 
more thing, Doctor. You will confine 
yourself to your own cabin until this 
voyage is ended. I want no further scandal 
aboard ship. At first I didn’t believe the 
wireless report about that unfortunate 
German girl. Now I can believe anything 
of you, sir. Good day.” 

We filed out of the cabin, which had 
a leather sofa behind the captain’s desk. 
Like the captain, I was disgusted and 
appalled. But I was Braun’s friend and 
colleague; I had to stick by him. In my 
innocence I told myself: “Maybe he will 
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change. Perhaps on this long trip I can 
make him into a decent human being.” 

I was still holding this vision of re- 
forming Braun when a serious of cries 


from the tormented girl filtered through 


the door of the captain’s cabin. And then 
quiet. 
The skipper stared at me in awe. I re- 


tured his gaze with a unspoken question . 


on my own features. 

Just what in the hell was in those pills 
which Braun had given to the dead Ger- 
man girl, and now to the frantic chamber- 
maid? 


E arrived at Berbera, Somaliland on 

August 4, 1957 and immediately 
made arrangements with a Portuguese 
trading schooner to take us to the island 
of Bamenda, where we would conduct our 
respective studies. 

The island’s people, the Chaggas, were 
a rather fair-skinned, tall race who were 
reputed to be the users of many rare 
herbs and potions derived from animals 
and reptiles. Some of these, Braun’s em- 
ployers believed, might have distinct pos- 
sibilities for commercial manufacture in 
Europe. 

As for myself, I was thrilled at the 
chance to tape-record the liquid, slurring 
Chagga dialect, about which little is 
known. I could see myself receiving a 
top teaching post as a reward for the 
studies of the Chagga syntax and vocabu- 
lary which I Goulet bring back to Europe. 

We arrived at Bamenda on the after- 
noon of August 7, after a somewhat 
harrowing eight-hour sea trip from the 
mainland. High seas had almost swamped 
our small craft on several occasions. 

On the 20-mile-long island we found a 
collection of huts on stilts, stockades for 
cattle, and unclad but curious -and hos- 
pitable people who possessed a grace and 
beauty unknown to the tribes of the Con- 
tinent itself. 

My first twinge of uneasiness came 
when I encountered a delegation of bare- 
bosomed Chagga girls who came to greet 
us. These were not primitive, thick-lipped 
aborigines! They were magnificent physical 
specimens, more on the order of Melane- 
sians or Polynesians; golden-skinned, 
laughing women who were utterly uncon- 
scious of their exposed breasts, their 
splendid legs and génerous lips which 
could make a man forget drugs, tape re- 
corders, and everything else but love. 

“Gunther,” I said sharply, “perhaps we 
made a mistake coming here. Please, no 
more of those pills or stimulants you play 
around with. I'd like to stay here and do 
my work. Don’t do what you did with 
those other girls. Please.” 

He assumed an injured air which didn’t 
fool me this time. “I intend to study herbs 
and potions, Werner, not women! You 
do me an injustice. But why are you 
worried about these primitives? Really, 
they are subhumans. What harm would 
a little experimentation do?” 

So, they were subhuman—a typically 
Nazi word. “You sound like one of Hitler's 
racial experts, Gunther. Such talk makes 
me ill.” 

He realized he had committed a tactical 
error, so he gave me one of his prized 
Dutch cheroots “and said affably: “Ach, 


you are so sensitive, so democratic. I de- 
test Nazism as much as you do, Wemer. 
But really, can you say that these people 
are civilized or have ‘the standards Euro- 
peans do?” 

He had a point. True, the Chaggas were 
child-like, innocent and unhampered by 
conventions. I was always surprised and 
discomfited by the innocent aj open love 
play you saw between engaged and mar- 
ried couples. 

Here, in fifty or so cupola-shaped houses 
roofed with large palmetto leaves, lived 
the descendants of a once-proud tribe of 
warriors and conquerors. The mainland 
tribes had feared’ them a century ago. 
Now the Chagga men were indolent but 
amiable, taking a keen interest in Braun’s 
scales, vials, bottles, pumps, syringes and 
other apparatus. : 

They were also intrigued by my tape 
recorder and spent hour after hour hunker- 
ed down on their haunches, listening fear- 
fully to their own voices and songs played 
back on my machine. 

Bamenda was a linguist’s paradise. I 
filled sixteen recording spools and _ thirty 
notebooks with examples of the Chagga 
dialect. And I hoped that Braun would 
settle down and confine himself to his 
own scientific studies, as his employers ex- 
pected of him. 

But he soon forgot all thought of duty 
once we were in our thatched house and 
accepted by the Chaggas as their friends. 
“I am trying to perfect an even greater 
potion, one which will stimulate men and 
women to live more fully even in their 
70’s and 80’s,” he told me. 

“From what I have observed here, I 
may be on the threshold of just such a 
discovery. The plants and insects these 
fools use as medicines may have an un- 
usual property, that of stimulating desire 
and strength to undreamed-of proportions.” 

Day after day he labored, a red-faced, 
intent man in a white smock, stirring, 
sniffing and making notes on his concoc- 
tions. A steady stream ‘of native women 
came to our quarters. 

“My devoted guinea pigs!” he said with 
a smirk. 

One night he accidentally swallowed a 
carefully-measured gram of a peculiar 
purple powder. I heard him groaning and 
cursing and hitting his hand on the wood 
table. Then he put on his slippers and 
padded away in the direction of the hut 
occupied by S’antha, a comely widow who 
was one of his “volunteers.” He returned 
at dawn, utterly drained of energy. 

One day a young bronzed Chagga man, 
T’moni, came to me and said coldly: 
“Your friend the bwana Braun has a miri- 
miri, an evil demon, that gets into our 
women. My wife Tamapwa has the demon 
in her. You must tell him to call off the 
mirimiri.” 

When I remonstrated with Gunther he 
snorted in derision. “For any Nordic male 
with real blood in his veins, this place is 
unique, Werner. What a natural labora- 
tory for the study of elemental sex! But 
you're too busy with your tape recorder 
to see all this!” 


I must write this about him: he was - 


an expert pharmacologist, as only a 
trained German can be. He cured some 
(Continued on page 58) 
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of the children of yaws. For M/’acella, a 
bowlegged, cheery fellow who'd had VD 
for years, Braun prepared injections which 
banished the ugly venereal symptoms 
within five days. He supplied me with 
powders for my own migraine attacks. 


DIDN'T realize how widespread on 

Bamenda was the use of his pills. I be- 
came aware of the situation in a disturbir g 
manner one morning. Plodding along tie 
beach in search of an old Chagga fish :r- 
man who had promised to demonst} ite 
the homophones and glottals of his dial ict, 
I was accosted by two pretty girls vho 
motioned for me to come into the f rest 
with them. Surprised but willing, } fol- 
lowed. ; 

They showed me several of the now- 
empty glassine envelopes in which G anther 
packaged his stimulants. Without further 
ado the girls—one was 16, the other about 
18—tore off my shirt and literally attacked 
me. 

At first I found the experience pleasant 
enough, though I feared that the girls 
would damage my tape recorder. Later, 
when I was bone-weary and beginning to 
really fear them, they grew insistent and 
even threatening. 

They gouged at my face and eyes with 
their fingernails. My naked chest and back 
were « crisscrossed with the long nail 
scratches left by this frustrated pair. 

Always fleet of foot, I outran the scream- 
ing girls and raced back to our hut, where 
Braun was busy with his vials and drugs 
as usual. 

“You must stop your damned experi- 
ments at once, Gunther! Look at me, I’m 
a bloody mess. Two girls almost killed 
me with their attentions. You'll turn them 
into the worst kind of nymphomaniacs.” 

He merely laughed happily and puffed 
on his Dutch cheroot. 

For some weeks Gunther succeeded in 
withholding his potions from the men 
of Bamenda. “They are lazy, racial in- 
feriors,” he said, revealing again his Nazi 
arrogance and training. “Such pleasures 
are much too good for them.” 

However, a young unmarried Chagga 
male, Tatoru, who bore numerous man- 
hood rite scars on his’ chest; stole into 
our hut one day when Braun and I were 
swimming. Tatoru was curious about the 
white and yellow and purple powders 
which his girl friend had swallowed, with 
surprising consequences for the sturdy, 
handsome youth. 

The boy took. fifteen packets of the 
powders and traded them to his friends 
for cowrie shells, which are the currency 
of this race. There was real hell to pay 
in the next forty-eight hours. I must pass 
over some of the more appalling details 
of the games which went on day and 
night, following Tatoru’s distribution of 
the powders to the Chagga men, 

Livid with rage at the theft, Braun 
pistol-whipped the thief, but the damage 
was done. Gunther Braun’s anger and 
punishment had no effect on the Chagga 
addicts. They pestered us every hour, 
chanting: “Give us more love pills, bwana 
Braun!” 

One day Gunther Braun, looking hag- 
gard, spoke to me after lunch. He pointed 
to a row of empty vials and almost-ex- 
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hausted beakers and boxes. 
“I’ve been an idiot, Werner. I used 
too much of the powders and have no 


more supplies. That fellow Tatoru played - 


havoc with my stock of chemicals. The 
stuff, I confess, is habit-forming. As a 
matter of fact, all the Chaggas have be- 
come addicts. They crave the stimulation 
afforded by the pills, but I can’t supply 
them any longer. I have just a little left 
for my own needs. Unfortunately I have 
also become an addict.” 

I was angry. My own work on the 
island’s language had suffered badly while 
this fool was ruining the morale of my 
volunteers. 

“You and your damned fooling with 
nature! Why can’t you grow old grace- 
fully like normal men do? Can’t you con- 
coct a new supply, now that youve made 
addicts of these poor people? And maybe 
cure them?” 

He shook his head. “It would do no 
good. My powders would have no effect 
now. The sweet oils and mixtures I would 
have to import from Germany. It would 
take months to get. these items. Ah, if 
only I were back in Germany while the 
Feuhrer was alive and I could experiment 
all I wished!” 

Now I knew for sure Gunther had been 
a Nazi, but it was too late to do any- 
thing about it. 

From then on we were in mounting 
trouble. The Chaggas gave us no peace, 
demanding the powders as their due and 
threatening us with rather nasty punish- 
ment if Braun refused their pleas. 

There were several slayings and one 
especially brutal voodoo offering of a virgin 
during a frenzied ceremonial dance. I 
hurried my recording sessions, hoping to 
leave the island before things got really 
bad. 


NE tribal leader named N’guma, who 

was a shenzi or miracle man, writhed 
with envy at my superior magic whenever 
he heard the tape recorder in operation. 
He had a gigantic potbelly and filed teeth. 
One day he came to my hut with one of 
the most beautiful girls I had seen on 
the island. Amazingly, she had not been 
corrupted by Braun's potions. Evidently 


- she was a pearl of great value and N’guma 


had concealed her, not wanting the white 
visitors to feast their eyes on her beauty. 

The shenzi, with whom I could converse 
fairly well in the Chagga tongue, poked 
his mace at the tape recorder and said: 
“Bwana, for this machine-with-the-spirit- 
voices I give you my niece A’plauna to be 
your wife. Fine girl, does not eat much, 
can bear many children.” 

She was a prize, I had to admit, a proud 
girl of 17 with a dignity and sweetness 
which impressed me. Her uncle pointed 
to three red dots under her right breast. 
“Very useful girl. You exchange for spirit 
machine, bwanaP” 

The red dots, I knew, were temporary 
tattoos signifying that A’plauna was still 
a virgin. I smiled wistfully but declined 
the offer. However, I bestowed on the dis- 
appointed sorcerer a cheap English can 
opener and a rabbit’s-foot key chain, which 
were great gifts in this settlement. To the 
girl I gave a pretty green silk scarf. 

Late that night she came to my hut 


and shyly tapped on the window. She 
brought me a bowl of maize gruel and 
monkey entrails which I didn’t eat. 

“This is for you, bwana, because you 
are a kind man. I like the cloth of green 
you gave me.” She was wearing my scarf 
tied across her hips. 

I forgot my lectures to Gunther Braun 
and said huskily: “It’s a nice night, A’- 
plauna. Will you take a walk on the beach , 
with me?” 

A’plauna and I didn’t need Braun’s pills 
to be in love. But suddenly I heard a 
rustling sound and something that could 
have been a man’s angry grunt. 

“Maybe it’s the shenzi, your uncle,” I 
said nervously. “What will he do if he 
finds you with me?” 

aa pulled me back to her. “It is 
not N’guma. It must be the geckos who 
come down to swim at night.” 

I was relieved. The geckos were harm- 
less little reptiles that made a noise like a 
rusty coocoo clock when they emerged 
at dusk. 

But what happened two days later 
proved that it hadn’t been geckos spying 
on us that night. 

Shortly after breakfast, three boys came 
into the village clearing, tugging a red 
and soggy object swathed in palm leaves. 
Grinning and showing his filed, stumpy 
teeth, the shenzi ordered them to leave 
the bundle on my doorstep. 

When I yanked the leaves off I felt 
sick and shaken as by no other tragedy 
in my harried life. It was the corpse of 
A’plauna, almost ripped apart. 

I looked closely at the girl’s right breast, 
or what was left of it. The three red dots 
had been cruelly obliterated. A can opener, 
such as I had given her uncle as a gift, 
might have erased the flesh in this man- 
ner. 

Now I heard drums and saw a cluster 
of warriors gather around the shenzi and 
begin their shuffling little dance which 
preceded violence. Keeping an eye on 
them, I retreated, walking backward, un- 
til my feet were on the steps of our hut. 
From within I heard sounds, a man’s and 
woman’s voices. Then the door was flung 
open and a crazed-looking Braun handed 
the 3-month-old baby of Tamapwa to me. 

“Take this brat, Werner,’ he said 
roughly. “I have business with its mother.” 

Over his shoulder I could see the shiver- 
ing Tamapwa, dancing slowly, as if to un- 
seen music, her eyes doped and glazed 
and an expression of fanaticism on her 
cameo face. She eagerly awaited the 
bwana who had made her become an ad- 
dict. 

I gave the squawling child to Ta- 
mapwa’s grandmother, a wrinkled crone 
who herded goats. As I emerged from 
her odorous dwelling, filled with grief 
for A’plauna and anger at Gunther, I 
felt a metal pricking at the nape of my 
neck, 

“Do not move, b’wana, or I will pierce: 
you with the spear,” said T’moni, husband 
of Tamapwa. 

No longer was T’moni a grinning idler 
who sat around day after day lazing in 
the shade. There was nothing funny or 
insignificant about the angry warriors at 
this moment. 

“Go summon your friend—the one who 


makes magic powders—and return the 
woman of T’moni to her house!” ‘the 
shenzi commanded me. 

I wanted to kill him on the spot for 
what he had done to A’plauna, his niece. 
But seeing him protected by the angry 
and betrayed husband, T’moni, and twenty 
other Chagga fighting men, I decided to 
= my mouth shut and obey. It seemed 
to be the best kind of health insurance 
at that moment. 

Watched by hostile eyes, I walked 
shakily over to our hut and kicked open 
the door. “Braun, get the woman out of 
here—those men mean business!” 


IAMAPWA lay on the mat, looking 

adoringly at Braun. My companion 
fingered the cartridges of his revolver and 
said: “They are savages; they cannot fight 
against good German firearms.” 

I snapped: “You fool, there are twenty 
or more of them outside! Get the woman 
out.” 

As if to punctuate my words, a spear 
hurtled through the straw wall and smash- 
ed several of Braun’s empty vials. I turned 
to leave, but Gunther pointed the gun 
at me. “Stay; we will wait this out to- 
gether, Werner. Meanwhile, I have Ta- 
mapwa to consider. She has a great need 
of me—and I of her.” 

It was folly to argue with him, for the 
gun was in his hand, not mine. I sat in a 
chair, thinking, while the sky darkened 
and a tropical storm came up, raindrops 
as large as half dollars spattering the roof. 
All night I listened to the warriors who 
crouched in the rain, thumping drums. 

Against my wishes Gunther fired many 
rounds from his revolver into the darkness. 
But the Chaggas, wary now, dispersed. 
They hid behind the numerous banyan 
trees which ringed the clearing. An oc- 
casional spear crashing into our hut re- 
minded us they were waiting. Gunther 
didn’t waste additional bullets after that. 

In a corner of the darkened room I 
could hear Braun and Tamapwa. The 
girl commenced her unbearable moaning 
again, pleading for the drug, abasing her- 
self at Braun’s feet. : 

It was then that he gave Tamapwa 
his last pill and handed the revolver to 
me. 

“Send the woman back to her hus- 
band, Braun!” I said. “Don’t be a fool. 
Maybe we can still get out of this mess.” 

But the. man wasn’t listening. The ad- 
dict had eyes only for Tamapwa. Our 
very lives meant nothing to Gunther now. 
I wanted to kill him, so great was my 
resentment. 

Suddenly another Chagga spear winged 
into the hut and the spear impaled Gun- 
ther as if he were some gigantic, wrig- 
gling slug. He was dying before my eyes. 

“Shoot me—Wemer. Do that much for 
—a friend. I cannot bear—the pain!” 

I killed him with one shot between 
the eyes. Braun’s face in death seemed 
to bear an expression of gratitude, which 
was unusual for a Nazi. 

Tamapwa was quivering and shaking 
at Braun’s death. But finally. she fell 
asleep. I checked the remaining ammuni- 
tion and crouched m the darkness in taut 
expectation, My luminous watch dial 
showed 4 a.m, 


There was a rustling sound at the win- 
dow, then a skinny Tees arm snaked 
over the sill, followed by a bony head. 
Dimly I saw a man with filed teeth and 
smelled the reeking boar fat on his scarred 


y. 

Silently, tiptoeing on bare feet, I crept 
toward the window and waited until he 
dropped into the room. Then I seized the 


scrawny throat in the crook of my arm’ 


and exerted pressure. It must have hurt 
terribly. 

“Bwana—don't!” the shenzi moaned. 

I cut off his breath by drawing my fist 
closer to his chin and listened to him 
gasp as he fought for air. Just before he 
went limp I relaxed the pressure and the 
wizard sagged, all the fight gone out of 
him. On the table was my tape recorder. 

I pressed the Nazi dagger to his throat. 
“Repeat after me: ‘I, N’guma, your shenzi, 
order you to give. this bwana food and 
water and a m’beri boat. He is not to be 
harmed, but will be permitted to leave 
Bamenda and return to his own people. 
N’guma wishes this!’” _ 

Croaking, dribbling spit from lips turn- 
ing blue, the shenzi spoke these words in 
the Chagga dialect, with the knife at his 
throat. I played back his words on the 
tape to make sure I had it. Then I drove 
the knife hard into his Adam’s apple and 
the point emerged at the back of his 
neck. I left the blade in the corpse. It 


was partial payment for his mutilation’ 


and slaying of A’plauna. : 

The line of warriors massed before my 
hut stepped closer when I came out on 
the steps. Pulling the shenzi’s body by the 
wrist, I threw it in the dust at their feet 
and said: “His flesh is dead but I own 
his spirit now. It is mine to command and 
lives in the box-with-a-voice. Listen to 
your shenzi’s wishes.” 

I switched on the machine and _ their 
eyes bugged as the familiar voice of 
N’guma rasped: “He is not to be harm- 


“ed. . . . N’guma wishes this.” 


I was not harmed. 

At 3:15 on the afternoon of Oct. 6, 
1957 my m’beri boat was observed bob- 
bing in the sea some 50 miles off the 
Comores by a French corvette on patrol. 
It drew closer and the crew took me 
aboard and gave me dry clothing and a 
shot of brandy. My notebooks were water- 
logged and illegible; the tape recorder 
was rusted and useless from the sea cor- 
rosion. Sadly I dumped the whole mess 
into the ocean. 

They sent me to the African mainland 
in a military plane and I stayed in Ber- 
bera, Somaliland for two weeks, until 
friends in Germany raised some money 
and cabled me fare for the passage home. 

At this moment I am an instructor in 
Medieval languages in a boys’ school at 
Wuxton Common, a London suburb, sav- 
ing my money for a new tape recorder, 
additional books and a ticket to Africa. 

Some men pursue big game, women or 


tiches. I am a language hunter. And until 


I capture all the words and phrases of the 
little-known Chagga dialect on tape and 
in notebooks, I cannot be happy or have 
peace of mind. 

Without Braun and his pills to distract 
the natives, perhaps next time I shall 
be successful. THE END 
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“His mates aloft watched him crash 


among the mountains and concluded that 
he had been killed. But ten minutes later 
they saw him crawl painfully onto the 
crashed wing. His legs had been broken 
to draw a bead on him. 

“What followed became an epic in fail- 
ure. A squadron of antiquated Corsair 
planes established a canopy of fire over 
the unconscious pilot and held back the 
approaching enemy. Others moved out to 
sea, to escort a helicopter from the cruiser 
Manchester to the scene. Because of either 
enemy fire or the incredible bad luck of 
an evil day, the helicopter crashed. 

“The crew—Navy Lieut. Ed Moore of 
Wichita, Kan., and Marine First Lieut. 
Kenneth W. Henry, of Oceanside, Calif.— 
climbed out safely. They reached Broom- 
head, improvised a. stretcher and hauled 
him to a safer position. Enemy gunners 
closed . in. 

“Word of the situation flashed through 
the fleet and a squadron from the carrier 
Philippine Sea moved in to take over. One 
of these planes was lost. 

“A stolid fury settled down upon the 
U. S. fliers and with it an agonizing despair. 
On one rescue flight every American plane 
was shot up. But throughout the fleet, 
pilots insisted on going in to get their men. 

“An Army helicopter finally succeeded 
in landing on the only flat terrain, some 
209 yards from Broomhead, Moore and 
Henry. It had space for only two men, and 
Broomhead was unconscious. To try to 
carry him the 200 yards under enemy fire 
would be fatal. Moore and Henry might 
make it in a quick dash, but they would 
not leave Broomhead. They waved the 
helicopter away. 

“Its pilot came back for an even more 
dangerous landing close to the men. He 
begged Moore and Henry to climb aboard. 
They never considered the invitation. If 
they could not save their comrade, they 
would not save themselves. The hovering 
copter took a heavy volley of fire and 
withdrew. 

“Now night fell, but planes from the 
task force pressed down among dark, peril- 
ous mountains, trying for one last miracle. 
It never happened. 

:, At break of day the planes came back. 

All they saw were trails of blood in the 
snow, the trampling of many feet where 
there had been a fight. What happened 
to the three men no one knows. . . .” 

From Feb. 8, 1952, the date of Ensign 
Broomhead’s crash, until August 31, 1953, 
the world didn’t know the rest of the story. 
That’s why I am giving it to you now— 
I'being the Lieut. Moore. It’s also the rea- 
son I'm calling my story “P.S. to Michener.” 

I was born in Wichita, Kansas on June 
20, 1919 and became interested in aviation 
after going to the University of Wichita 
for two years. I was in the first class of 
the civilian pilot training program that 
the government started just before World 


and he collapsed as enemy gunners began 


War II. How pleased I was to get a private 
pilot’s license, plus pilot’s credit out of it! 
Until the fall of 1940 I worked at the 
Municipal Airport of Wichita as a line 
mechanic, refueling airplanes, taking care 
of them and doing all the odd jobs. Then 
1 got a yen for naval aviation and in De- 
cember, 1940 enlisted as a naval appren- 
tice seaman. 

I went the gamut of training until the 
fall of 1943, when I was assigned to 
Bombing Squadron No. 81, the dive bomb- 
er squadron. We continued intensive train- 
ing until August ’44, when the squadron 
finally went overseas, and we were as- 
signed to the USS Wasp, in Guam at the 
time. We operated as a squadron around 
the Philippine Islands, making strikes on 
the airfields and Jap shipping coming from 
Japan to resupply the troops in the Phil- 
ippines and islands farther south. 

I was aboard for. two months. In De- 
cember 44 our squadron took off from the 
carrier with orders to attack Japanese ship- 
ping in Manila Bay. Since it was my first 
mission over enemy territory I was natur- 
ally leery. I knew this was different from 
all the rehearsing. 

When we left the task force, it was a 
clear, beautiful day for making an attack. 
We flew for about an hour and a half get- | 
ting to Manila. I was flying a Curtis Hell- 
Diver and had one crewman who was a 
combo rear-gunner and radio man. My 
job was to pilot and do the bombing. 

I felt odd as hell. I kept looking around, 
almost dreading to see enemy aircraft. 
Fortunately none showed. up. It wasn’t un- 
til we got in sight of our objective that 
I started feeling sure of myself. By then, 
when I saw the shipping in the harbor and 
realized we hadn’t bumped into any enemy . 
aircraft, it felt more like just another train- * 
ing mission, 

My division leader and I had been as- 
signed an 8000-ton freighter that was an- 
chored very close to shore in the harbor, 
just off a group of piers. The conditions 
were perfect for a dive. We were 10,000 
feet. There was very little wind. It was 
ideal for the bombing raid—or so we 
thought. We pushed over 10,000 feet and 
I followed my division leader down in the 
dive, concentrating on getting on the target 
to release my bombs. I was pulled out of 
this concentration fast at about 5,000 feet 
when I felt the plane shudder. 

I released my bombs immediately and 
started to pull out, but it turned out to 
be a little lower than a normal one. As I 
got the plane level and began looking for 
damage, my crewman and I discovered the 
plane had been hit by antiaircraft fire that 
was still coming up; we could see the 
tracers going by. Holes started appearing 
in the right wing, and I had to worry 
about not going down in enemy territory. 
It was consoling to know that the plane 
wasn’t seriously hurt, although it was los- 
ing quite a bit of fuel from the right wing 
tank. The right landing gear uplock was 
shot out so that the landing gear was 
trailing opposite from the position it should 
have been 

To my relief, it was possible to control 
the aircraft, so I rejoined the squadron 
and started back to the task force. What 
I was worried about was the loss of fuel 
and whether I could get back all right. 


Just about the time we sighted the task 
force, the gauge showed only five gallons 
of fuel left. The only thing left to do was 
ditch. 

The crewman and I already had para- 
chutes on, but for ditching it’s imperative 
to get out of them. Once I had made the 
decision and knew I would have: to land 
in the water, I contacted my division 
leader, told him the spot I was in and got 

repared, This included some silent, but 
Event, prayer. I quickly got out of my 
parachute, disconnected the radio cord and 
tightened my shoulder harness so that my 
body would not lurch forward when we 
came to the sudden stop in the water. My 
crewman was doing the same thing. We 
headed down. 

When we got to about 50 feet over the 
water, I lowered my flaps, slowed down 
the plane and prepared to hit by cutting 
the power off altogether. I had already 
opened the canopies to prevent them from 
jamming, so that we would be able to get 
out after the plane came to rest. 

When we first hit, it felt like a high- 
speed motorboat hitting the waves, but as 
the plane slowed down the shocks became 
more severe. Finally there was an abrupt 
halt. The nose of the plane dug in and we 
were just about vertical. The cockpit filled 
with water at once and I didn’t know 
what was going to happen, so I waited a 
few seconds. Fortunately the plane settled 
back in normal position so we could both 
climb out on the wing and inflate our Mae 
Wests as well as our two-man raft. We 
both got into the raft and paddled away 
from the plane in a hurry. Once the air- 
craft would start to sink, the suction could 
take us down, too, if we were too near. 

Actually, all this and getting away frorfi 
the plane took less than a minute, because 
we were well away from it by the time 
it sank. Automatically I looked at my 
watch. The sinking took place only a min- 
ute and fifteen seconds after we had 
ditched. 

The raft had emergency rations—water, 
sign»ling equinment. flares and panels from 
which we could indicate our condition. I 
knew that my division leader was circling 
the area right over us and reporting to the 
task force that we had ditched successfully. 
There was no time for real concern on 
anyone’s part. 

A destroyer got to us in about twenty 
to thirty minutes and we were taken back 
to the Wasp. We were extremely lucky 
that neither of us had been injured. We 
had made a successful ditch and had 
been picked up in a short time. 


FTER this things went along routine 
for me. I kept being given more and 
more schooling switches to different shins, 
and best of all met Joan, the girl who 
became my wife. We were married on 
June 25, 1946. In March 51 I was sent 
to the helicopter training school. And in 
October ’51 I was sent to Korea, in charge 
of a helicopter unit, with the rank of 
lieutenant. If you're interested, a Navy 
lieutenant is equal to an Army captain. 
* Joan stayed behind in our home in Chula 
Vista, a suburb of San Diego, Calif. 
When we got to Japan, the first leg of 
our Korean journey, I was immediately as- 
signed to the carrier Bon Homme Richard. 


My job consisted primarily of flying plane 
guard machines, which was a rescue mis- 
sion around the carriers with the task 
force, to pick up any unfortunate pilots 
who happened to ditch or crash. I made 
one rescue during November ’51 and an 
enlisted pilot member of my unit made 
two. 

The Bon Homme Richard returned to 
its Jap naval base and from there was due 
te return to the States, so I was moved 
with my helicopter unit to the light cruiser 
USS Manchester. We effected a few res- 
cues, as well as administrative mail flights 


between ships of ‘the task force and land 


forces in South Korea. 

So it was more or less routine that day 
the Manchester asked me to fulfill the mis- 
sion mentioned in the Michener dispatch. 
The ship was roughly 200 miles north of 
Wonsun, North Korea, the big port there, 
when we received word that an A.D. pilot 
(the atttack bomber sky raider built for 
the Navy by Douglas) had been shot down 
by antiaircraft fire about 30 miles north- 
west of Wonsun and was badly injured. 

It was 11:30 a.m. The Mesnbhitees im- 
mediately proceeded 25 knots south to- 
ward Wonsun and I was briefed as to the 
location and terrain, plus the condition of 
the pilot which might affect the rescue. 
A volunteer came forward to serve as my 
crewman—Marine Lieut. Kenneth W. 
Henry—who felt he could help me locate 
the aowoee plane more easily than some- 
one else because this was his second tour 
of the terrain. 

Shortly after we were launched in our 
helicopter I met with two escort planes, 
Corsairs, that knew the exact location of 
the crash. They could also provide cover 
for us to prevent attack or interference by 
enemy fire. We had to go about 20 miles 
inland from the rendezvous before reach- 
ing the actual scene of the crash. The 
crash had not only taken place in a very 
wooded area, but to my dismay I realized 
that the fallen plane was in a gully that 
sloped about 45 degrees instead of being 
level. 

The pilot, whom we already knew as 
Navy Ensign Norman Broomhead, had get- 
ten out on the wing despite serious. leg 
injuries. Later we learned that he had 
been able to do this because there was no 
feeling in his limbs, not only due to the 
injuries but because of the intense cold. 

I saw immediately that rescue was going 
to be difficult. We were being peppered 
by small arms fire from Chinese in the 
hills despite our protective escort. We 
couldn’t expect to land because of the un- 
even slope. Broomhead couldn’t drag him- 
self to a more level terrain, and the altitude 
of 5000 feet was also a bad factor for 
landing. All we could do was try and hover 
to pick him up in a rescue sling, hoping 
that despite his injuries he could hold on 
with his hands until we could pull him 
into the helicopter. 

I made one pass but couldn’t complete 
the hover. Then I tried what we called a 
running pass, which involved dragging the 
sling over him at about 15 to 20 knots. 
Because of both the terrain and damage 
to the copter, which I hadn’t noticed, the 
machine lost power and—pow!—we crashed. 
We hit some trees at the edge of the clear- 

(Continued on page 62) 
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type of inflammation occurs frequently. 
It is accompanied by loss of physical 
vigor, graying of hair, forgetfulness and 
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old before their time—premature senil- 
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ing, damaged the main rotor blades and 
came to a dead halt. I knew at once that 
except for bruises from being shaken up, 
I wasn’t injured; but Henry's nose, left 
leg and hip had bumped badly and I 
could guess at a fracture, or worse, for 
him. 

So there we were, the three of us. 
Neither Henry nor I took time out to de- 
termine how badly he was hurt. We still 
had the purpose of our mission in mind. 
Grabbing the first-aid kit from the heli- 
copter, I rushed over to Broomhead. Henry 
followed. We realized there wasn’t much 
we could do for the fallen pilot in the 
way of first aid. His ankles were broken 
and so swollen and numb that it was im- 
possible for my amateur efforts to be of 
any use. Instead, I helped Henry, whose 
nose was bleeding profusely. I realized 
his nose was broken, but his leg and hip 
were only badly bruised. 

There was enemy fire all around us. Our 
planes were trying to draw it away and 
we knew we had to get Broomhead to 
a better location. There.we might be safer, 
and if another helicopter came, rescue 
would be simpler. Just as we started to 
make the move, we were fired on by the 
enemy and pinned down to the same spot 
for an hour, while our protective planes 
took up the battle for us. A waiting heli- 
copter got hit by small arms fire but was 
able to limp back to the field safely, we 
learned afterward. 

We stayed as we were for the hour— 
cold, alone, worried—trying not to show 
our fears to one another. Henry’s nose was 
black and blue, his eyes had puffed up, 
and his bruised hip and leg were starting 
to stiffen up and pain terrifically. 

The Combat Air Patrol planes were do- 
ing a wonderful job of strafing the enemy 
to protect us from capture. As soon as the 
small arms fire had lessened a bit, we took 
the parachute harness, strapped Broom- 
head in it and dragged him to the top of 
the hill. It wasn’t the longest distance you 
can imagine, but it felt like it because 
Broomhead was a dead weight and Hen 
was having trouble with his bad leg plod- 
ding through the deep snow and under- 
brush. After an hour we finally made it 
to a more or less level plateau, relieved 
to be in a clearing where it might be 
possible for a rescue helicopter to land. 

Although it was late afternoon by the 
time we got Broomhead settled, we en- 
thusiastically scraped away excess snow 
with our hands to make a firmer landing 
spot for the coming helicopter. We waited 
around hopefully for another hour before 
we started thinking about some kind of 
shelter from the intense cold. Thoughts of 
food didn’t even enter our minds. 

Soon our planes dropped three rescue 
bombs to us, containing clothing, emer- 
gency rations, bedding and other equip- 
ment necessary for survival. We located 
only one, but from it we got a sleeping 
bag for Broomhead and extra clothing to 
keep Henry and me warm. We didn’t feel 
we were doing too badly. 

Another helicopter came along but so 
did some more small arms fire, so we 
could do nothing but wave it away. We 
might have made it in a dash, but poor 
Broomhead couldn’t move. There was 
nothing to do but wait for the right mo- 
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ment for rescue. nh 

We rigged up the canopy of the para- 
chute as a windbreak shelter. Now we had 
only two worries on our minds—to keep 
from freezing to death and to keep from 
being captured until the following morn- 
ing, when rescue might be effected more 
easily. 

By this time it was dark and our pro- 
tective planes had to return to their task 
force. If it had been just Henry and my- 
self, we might have hidden somewhere 
else in the area, but we couldn’t leave the 
injured man, so we just sat there hoping 
and praying silently that we wouldn’t be 
picked up by the enemy. We couldn't even 
sleep, we were so worried. 

Within an hour we could hear men 
moving around in the area where our 
planes had crashed. We knew they were 
enemy Chinese because they were firing 
off flares and yelling and jabbering like 
a bunch of kids on the 4th of July. It 
sure sounded like they were having a good 
time. 

We still prayed they wouldn’t see our 
tracks, but a few moments later we heard 
patrols crashing through to us and knew 
the jig was up. They searched us roughly 
and confiscated all of our equipment ex- 
cept our clothing, watches and _ rings. 
Finally they decided to take us down the 
mountain, carrying Broomhead slung over 
the back of one man. Henry and I walked 
until about 4 a.m. (I couldn’t get over the 
Navy habit of consulting my watch every 
time we started or stopped anywhere). 
There was a house about two-thirds down 
the mountain. Here we were allowed to 
rest a little and given a can of rations to 
eat. Oddly enough, we still weren’t hungry, 
although Henry and I hadn’t eaten since 
noon the previous day and it must have 
been longer for Broomhead. 

Continuing down the hill, we arrived in 
a valley by dawn, in time to hear our task 
force planes return over the scene of the 
crash. Naturally they couldn't tell if we 
had been captured or killed, although from 
the valley we could watch them circling 
the area. I almost cried with frustration 
and would have given more than the next 
two years of my life to have had a work- 
able walkie-talkie radio on me at the mo- 
ment. 


E walked the rest of the day through 

the valley, with no food, stopping 
every couple of hours for fifteen minutes. 
Late in the afternoon we got to what 
looked like army headquarters, where we 
were given a brief interrogation. It didn’t 
amount to much because of the language 
barriers, and no interpreters were avail- 
able. The three of us were taken to a 
room and given rice and boiled cabbage. 
By now we were so hungry that we ate 
it all, despite the unappetizing look and 
flavor of the food and our near exhaustion. 
The one thing Henry and Broomhead 
needed they didn’t get—medical attention. 
After supper I was taken to a separate 
house and left by myself. I immediately 
fell asleep. At 4 am. they got me up 
again and made me walk all the way back 
up the mountain to the site of the crash. 
One man had a 35 mm. camera. He took 
a few pictures of the area and of me around 
the helicopter, obviously for propaganda 


purposes. Then back down the mountain 
and this time to a different valley. Arriving 
by nightfall at a new group of houses, I 
was pushed into one, and to my surprise 
found Henry and Broomhead there. When 
we had been separated I didn’t dare 
hope we would ever see one another again. 

Now followed a week of intensive inter- 
rogation, indifferent food and_ personal 
neglect. Broomhead’s broken ankles were 
painted with iodine. Henry’s broken nose 
was left for nature to heal. 

The interrogation was more a joke to 
us than anything else. Most of the ques- 
tions were of a military nature and we 
just shrugged and said we didn’t know the 
answers. Under the Geneva Conference, 
all they should have asked us was our 
names, ranks and serial numbers. But we 
soon found out they wanted to know any- 
thing possible to reveal. It was very little, 
I can assure you. - 

Two weeks after our capture we were 
sent to a camp outside Pyongyang, the 
capital of North Korea. We were kept in 
a locked dugout for three days and two 
nights, fed twice a day and let out only 
twice a day to answer calls of nature. We 
had no blankets, we never washed, we 
never shaved, we never changed our 
clothes, although they did issue us a little 
extra POW clothing to help keep us warm. 
We slept on the bare floor. Being a dug- 
out, it was very dim by day and com- 
pletely dark at night. To keep from going 
nuts, we talked. Naturally about our 
homes, families, Navy, people we had 
known. We didn’t dare wonder aloud, or 
even to ourselves, whether we might ever 
return alive to any of these things. 

Finally Broomhead and I were put on 
a truck with two guards and fourteen other 
prisoners. Henry was left behind. We never 
saw each other again until it was time to 
be repatriated. After a day and a half the 
truck got to what was called Camp No. 2. 
Broomhead finally was taken to a hospital 
but I went along with the other prisoners 
and we were divided into groups for the 
two houses. 

We finally received soap, a toothbrush, 
tobacco and half a cup of sugar, which was 
supposed to last ten days. For ten days 
they started pulling us out singly for in- 
terrogation. When it was my turn I was 
moved to a room in another house, where 
I spent my days being constantly ques- 
tioned for 334 weeks, and my nights with 
two other prisoners going through the same 
thing. This time there were interpreters, 
and they kept trying to get military in- 
formation. Because we were officers they 
didn’t abuse us too much physically, but 
the continued mental strain and_harass- 
ment were great. 

The morning was usually spent trying 
to avoid direct verbal answers to their 
questions, and the afternoon in writing 
out evasions of the answers they thought 
we should have given in the morning. 

I guess it was part of their plan to 
soften me up, because during this time 


‘they even permitted me to write my first 


letter to my wife. Of course, during the 
whole nineteen months I was a prisoner I 
never received one of hers. 
When this interrogation stage was over 
I joined a group of fifteen prisoners set- 
(Continued on page 64) 
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tled outside the main compound. We spent 
about seven weeks there. They issued each 
of us a small bowl and a spoon. The food 
consisted mostly of rice or steamed bread 
and a side dish of cabbage that we called 
boiled seaweed, or occasionally beans or 
boiled potatoes. 

On May 19 we hiked to another valley, 
spent a week there, then moved to a vil- 
lage about thirteen miles east of Camp 2, 
called Camp 2 Annex. Our daily routine 
was much the same as before, with the 
addition of a small creek in which we 
could wash ourselves and our clothes. The 
water was freezing cold but we preferred 
that to being dirty. A Chinese barber came 
around once a month to shave us and cut 

‘our hair. 

By June, 1942 I had developed dysentery 
from the bad food. I went down in weight 
from about 170 to 120 pounds, but I 
wasn't the only one. Most of the fellows 
caught dysentery sooner or later. We would 
be given powders or pills that would help 
for a few days, then it would start in 
again. In February ’53 they put me through 
another 544 weeks of interrogation, but 
while I was in isolation during that time 
at least they fed me a little better. 

By the end of June I had to be hos- 
pitalized, and for a month received com- 
paratively good food and good medical 
care, which finally cleared up the dysentery 
and helped me regain some of my weight. 
lt was during this time that the first news 
drifted in about peace talks. Our spirits 
started rising. After I joined my camp 
group we began getting more and more 
news and started sweating out the armis- 
tice delays. A few weeks later we were 
definitely told of the armistice, but given 
no word as to when we would be repat- 
riated. , 

A lot of people have asked if they tried 
any of the indoctrination stufl on me. They 
tried it on a lot of the fellows in our 


camp, but found it didn’t work well, so 


they dropped it. But I understand the boys 
in some of the other camps were really 
put through the mill. 

They steadily maintained the fiction of 
letting us write letters home, varying from 
one letter a month to one every ten days. 
They kept insisting that our letters were 
going out, but since we never got in- 
coming mail we found that hard to believe. 

Actually, the worst part of imprisonment 
was not knowing whether my wife or fam- 
ily had heard .I was alive and a prisoner. 
I later learned they never knew anything 


about me from the time I was reported — 


missing on February 8, 1952 until the time 
I was repatriated on August 31, 1953. 

After our captors told us the war was 
over our food and treatment became in- 
creasingly better and I could feel my 
strength and lost weight slowly returning. 
They stopped harassing us, too, 

“Harassment,” as I call it, took many 
forms, some brutal and some not. In the 
case of Ken Henry, I later learned, it was 
certainly inconsistent. He got pneumonia 
after losing more than 60 pounds, and they 
couldn’t do enough to help ‘him. Four 
months later they put him in a hole in 
the ground for fifteen days for some 
hashed-up reason. It was freezing and all 
he had on were his cottons. They wouldn’t 
even feed him or give him water. 
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Fellows who got repatriated back to 
San Diego had stories to tell, too. Marine 
Col. Frank Schwable, who was Chief of 
Staff of the Ist Marine Air Wing when 
he was shot down, said he believes he 
would not be alive today if he hadn’t con- 
fessed to waging germ warfare against the 
Communists. They kept him in a cage 3 


feet by 7 feet where he couldn’t move 


around. He had to grovel in the dirt. They 
subjected him to long periods of interro- 
gation and in more ways than one tried 
to wear him out. Finally they did. But 
the confession they extorted from him was 


so ridiculous that even the Chinese officers 


could hardly believe it. I doubt very much 
that our own government has held such 
confessions against our men. 

In our camp there was no direct torture, 
although they would push us around 
rather violently, keep us from having any 
peace, curse at us (we cursed back), and 
steal a lot of our clothes or utensils as we 
slept or were away working from our 
bunks. 

When we complained about the guards, 
they were right and we were wrong. 
Whenever we wanted to go to a latrine 
we had to ask a guard and if he wasn’t 


in the mood to let us, we had to stand at’ 


attention anywhere from fifteen minutes to 
three or four hours. 

Many a cold night we would be hauled 
out of a sleep to answer questions of what 
we thought of the daily life, the Korean 
situation, the peace negotiations. They 
tried to tell us that the South Koreans 
started the war and that our side was 
using germ warfare. One time I had to 
sign a confession that I was resisting in- 
terrogation, that from now on I would al- 
ways tell the truth and that I would never 
offend again. I felt like a schoolboy writing 
on a blackboard, yet once I wrote that so- 
called confession they seemed to relax and 
believe it. 

The amazing thing about those Com- 
mies was that they couldn’t understand 
sarcasm or subtleties of conversation. We 
took a perverse sort of fun out of heckling 
them in this way. They accepted every 
statement at face value. 

We had the usual camp labor to do, 
including digging latrines and emptying 
them out. But the funny thing is, you get 
used to almost anything after a while, ex- 
cept that awful emptiness for the folks 
back home. Nothing bothers you as much 
as being away from your family, your 
loved ‘ones. 

The night before we left the valley for 
good they gave us a big shakedown, search- 
ing us to make sure we didn’t have maps 
or items of a military nature, like knives 
or compasses. There were about five groups 
in our valley and they combined us in one 
big schoolhouse. That’s how I happened 
to see Ken Henry for the first time in so 
long. He was in good shape, except for 
being thin and undernourished like ° the 
rest of us. 

We got to Manpo by truck and were 
put on a train—twenty-four to a car. The 
one I was in had been used before to haul 
horses. We had to sleep in shifts because 
there wasn’t room enough for all of us to 
spread out at once, but nobody minded 
because we knew it was the last part: of 
our long haul. Still, after getting to the 


tent city at Kaesong I lived what seemed 
like the longest ten days of my life before 
repatriation day on August 31, 1953. 

We weren't permitted any real sprucing 
up by the Commies, but when we got to 
Freedom City and through our two-hour 
United Nations medical exam, I knew this 
was freedom at last. We had our first state- 
side food with real coffee, ice cream, milk, 
cigars and cigarettes. How I enjoyed that 
first cigar! We also got a new issue of 
clothes, Red Cross shaving kits, soap and 
towels. It’s hard to describe the feeling of 
being a human being again after you’ve 
lived like an animal for so long. Once we 
got showered and put on a clean uniform 
we felt like men again. We could finally 
hold up our heads and feel proud. 

When I landed in San Francisco, I found 
my old helicopter squadron had sent three 
of my buddies,to meet me. With them 
was Broomhead, who had been repatriated 
in April and was in good health. 

The next morning we flew down to San 
Diego where Joan was waiting for me. 
Plus the additional surprise of a reception 
and a Silver Star for my so-called heroism. 
The whole squadron was there, including . 
the Admiral. I was so excited I still can’t 
remember it all, just that I was home 
again and my wife was with me. 

Then, after a brief medical exam and 
preliminary treatment for vitamin and 
dietary deficiencies, some missing teeth 
and fungus growths, I was given a thirty- 
day leave before reporting for more in- 
tensive hospital treatment. 

Actually I never felt so good in my life. 
My weight returned and I thank God ev- 
ery day for being such a lucky guy—lucky 
to be an American, lucky to belong to a 
branch of the service that’s so swell I’m 
sticking to it as a lifetime career. 

Thanks to my lovely wife I had nothing 
to readjust to on my return but happiness. 
Now you know why I’m so glad to be able 
to give you this “P. S. to Michener.” 

THE END 





her widely syndicated Hollywood column 
to get performers for her show, giving the 
actors publicity instead: of cash. 

“This is outright payola,” Ed charged. 
“It must be stopped.” 

Told of Sullivan’s action, Hedda yelled: 
“He's a liar. I guess he must be slipping. 
Ed Sullivan is scared to death I'm going 
to knock him off the air.” 

Ed came back with: “Hedda is trying 
to use the old gimmick of getting stars 
to appear on her show for little or nothing. 
Last Sunday I paid Heston $10,000 for an 
appearance on my program. Hedda pro- 
posed to pay him scale, which amounts 
to $210. Obviously the $9,790 difference 
was to be taken out in trade—when Hedda 
writes something flattering about him in 
her column.” 

Heston thereupon announced he would 
not appear on Hedda’s telecast, and he 
told why. 


“Hedda came to me at a party a month 


ago and asked to do an interview. Hedda’s 
always been very nice to me. I said I 
would be delighted to do it. 

“There is no question about my willing- 
ness and eagerness to do an interview with 
Hedda any time—free. But if Rexall (the 
sponsor) is going to beam it over 168 
stations in competition with guys who have 
paid me a lot of money for the same 
thing, then I’d be doing them a dirty 
trick to go ahead. 

“The other networks have paid me, too. 
That includes Perry Como and Sid Caesar. 
They would be just as put-out as Sullivan 
if I donated any time to Hedda’s show. So 
far as I can recall, there was no mention 
of payment for my going on Hedda’s 
show.” © 

When Ed heard about this he crowed: 
“Heston had the courage under the actual 
or implied pressure of her column to walk 
out on Hedda.” Then he tossed out a chal- 
lenge: “If I am wrong in saying Hedda 
was exerting pressure on Charlton to ap- 
pear on her show for a pittance, then I 
propose to her a very fair trial by asking 
her now to write a flattering column about 
him. I dare her.” 

Without a knockout in sight, Ed’s killer 
instinct came out. “I think Hedda’s head 
has gotten too big for her hats. I imagine 
she’s been overcome by delusions of 
grandeur. Maybe she’s trying to take over 
the spot from Louella Parsons as Holly- 
wood’s No. 1 columnist. But I don’t think 
Hedda will succeed. Louella is just too 
great a lady, too good a columnist, to be 
supplanted by Hedda.” 

Ed estimated that the stars lined up by 
Hedda—in addition to Heston, Mickey 
Rooney, Bette Davis, Joan Crawford, Tues- 
day Weld, Steve McQueen, Gary Merrill 
and Robert Horton were billed—command- 
ed salaries totaling $80,000, in line with 
current TV scales. 

“Her proposal to pay these stars a bit 
over $4,000,” Ed said, “is manifestly un- 
fair, not only to the stars but to all net- 
work shows which book stars through 
agencies and pay full salaries. 

“The Hedda Hopper show is not for 
charity. Hedda herself is getting a bundle 
of loot for her share in it. Inasmuch as 
she is not a performer and never has pre- 
tended to be one, it is obvious that her 
only function” in this show is to secure 
top stars at bottom-rates.” 

The day after this blast all of Hedda’s 
other stars ran, not walked, for the nearest 
exit. Hedda, deflated, could only flail 
weakly. 

When reporters asked her about the 
exodus, she said: “Mickey Rooney’s excuse 
was that he was supposed to tape his part 
of the show on Saturday and that he al- 
ways goes to church on Saturday and 
Sunday.” (If Mickey was leveling with 
Hedda on this one, it’s the nicest thing 
weve heard about the little fellow in 
years. ) 

Of Tuesday Weld’s flight, Hedda said: 
“She begged off when she learned she 
was to tape her part in the early morning 
hours, saying: ‘Oh, no! I never gather 
my thoughts until the afternoon.” 

Of Heston, Hedda said icily: “I no 
longer think of him as a man of his word.” 

Hedda was in the soup, no doubt about 


it, but NBC execs, with many faces to 
save, decreed thatethe Jan. 10 show would 
go on as scheduled. It did, with Bob Hope, 
Robert Cummings,-Gary Cooper, Hope 
Lange, Debbie Reynolds, Janet Gaynor, 
Harold Lloyd, John Cassavetes, Walt Dis- 
ney, Venetia Stevenson and others appear- 
ing as replacements. 

TV critic Ben Gross, of Hedda's New 

York Daily News, praised the offering 
highly. Jack O'Brian, television arbiter for 
the New York Journal-American, damned 
the show as “a bloody bore.” Other ap- 
praisals were somewhere in between. 
: How much the replacements received 
for their chores was not announced. One 
report, no doubt originating in the Sullivan 
camp, stated all the above-named were 
on Hedda’s tape before Ed made his out- 
cry, and it’s conceivable that they were 
fed from Hedda’s supply of goobers. 

There were also stories, prior to the 
Hedda-Sullivan slugfest, that Hedda and 
NBC were planning five additional shows. 
Such rumors are no longer in circulation. 

Hedda is still in circulation, though, via 
her columns. She’s bruised and angry as 
a wet hen, but up to now she hasn’t print- 
ed a word of the battle with Ed. Sullivan 
hasn’t said anything in his columns, either. 

This isn’t so Bat when you realize that 
both Hedda and Ed write for the same 
boss, the powerful Chicago Tribune-New 
York Daily News combine. Often their 
columns land on the same page in papers 
across the nation. 

What was surprising about the scrap 
was the savage nature of Ed’s attack. Even 
in his many brushes with rival columnist 
Walter Winchell, Ed pulled punches. He 
didn’t pull any with Hedda. 

His statement that Hedda aspired to 
Louella’s position as Hollywood’s No. 1 
girl gossiper was a low blow, and it must 
have riled the Sullivan-Hopper syndicate 
chiefs. Actually, Hedda is considered the 
No. 1 girl by many readers and editors. 

Ed’s crack that Hedda was not a per- 
former was a rabbit punch, too. Hedda, 
nearing 70, was a screen actress when Ed 
was in short pants, and she still picks up 
considerable currency for portraying her- 
self in an occasional movie. 

Ethically, of course, Ed was on the 
right: side, for any simpleton could see 
that what Hedda, her sponsor and the net- 
work planned to do would be unfair to 
well-heeled shooters like Sullivan, Como, 
Steve Allen, and even Jack Paar, who is 
known as good, quick pay. 

Congress took notice of the Sullivan- 
Hopper go-round and one payola prober, 
Beverly Coleman, chief counsel of the 
House Subcommittee on Legislative Over- 
sight, hinted that the case would bear 
some study. 

The Fed payola men haven't hit movie- 
land yet, but it would seem to be only a 
matter of time. As Dick Powell remarked 
to Earl Wilson: “I’m sure the investigators 
will come to Hollywood. The headlines 
grow bigger there. But why should tax- 
payers pay to investigate a Hopper-Sulli- 
van feud? Where is it going to end?” 

As of the moment, we can’t tell Dick 
where it’s going to end, but we can pre- 
dict that affairs are going to remain clean 
and tidy in Sullivan’s bailiwick. Old Smiley 
packs a mean punch. THE END 
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risked testing my strength. I was almost 
one of them, differing only in the fact that 
I didn’t instantly snatch loose the fly end 
of my whip and unwind it from myself. 

The lean, brown-faced men watched 
me with sneers on their lips. They shrug- 
ged and turned away. “What can you ex- 
pect?” they were saying. “It is the gringo. 
Of course he will not fight.” 

Maybe there was some excuse for me. 
So far as I know I was the only American 
gringo in the whole of the pampas. I'd 
lived in Argentina for twelve years and 
I knew how to fight with a whip. But 
I never figured there was anything impor- 
tant enough to fight about. 

“Why should I stick my neck out?” I 
asked the Gauchos after Perez had tired 
of baiting me. “Just because that brainless 
bull wants to show off his skill with a 
whip?” 

And they said: “Cierto, amigo Juan. We 
do not blame you for being afraid. No 
man has dared to accept Raimundo Perez’s 
challenge of the whips for three years. Not 
since he nearly killed Sanchez Rul and 
made himself foreman of the Rancho 
Boreal. But, hombre, you have been chal- 
lenged!” 

“So I was challenged!” I protested, 
clinging doggedly to what I thought was 
logic. “Should I risk having an ear taken 
off with the lash, like he did to Sanchez, 
or being blinded like Pablo Vargas? It 
doesn’t make sense. What’s so important 
about fighting? What would I gain by it?” 

It was an argument for which there was 
no answer. They said: “Yes, that may be 
so. But among us Gauchos—if you let this 
thing pass, how can you continue to live 
here?” 

“There are other places,” I grunted, and 
promptly stuffed my few belongings into 
my saddlebags. 

As I rode off they nega os ahd rolled 
their little brown cigars, and I heard them 
say: “Let him go. It is a great pity that 
he is afraid for he is as strong as a tiger 
and has great skill with the whip.” 

But Raimundo Perez’s friends said: “The 
devil roast him! It would have been fun 
to see Raimundo cut the American to 
pieces. But a good riddance to the gringo!” 

I traveled for a week until I came to 
the foothills town of Exaltacion. It wasn’t 
a cow town. Cattle went to Las Crucas, 
farther down the river. In Exaltacion a 
cowman like me was as much of a curi- 
osity as he would be in New York. 

“They are devils, these Gauchos!” I 
heard a man say. “What a life is theirs! 
Look at the swing of his hips, the set of 
his shoulders. Look at his angry eyes. They 


‘are afraid of nothing, these men!” 


I soon found a job. Hired help at a 
livery stable, but at least I didn’t have to 
fight in order to keep it. Not with men, 
that is. But I did fight—and enjoyed fight- 
ing—with half-broken mustangs and kick- 
ing, stubborn Spanish mules. 


The livery stable -was filled with the 
mounts of people who had ridden in from 
the neighboring haciendas. The fiesta of 
Saint Joseph was about to take place and 
there would be a bullfight. 

The bulls were being brought into the 
pens behind the Plaza de Toros. Surround- 
ed by inoffensive steers, the hot-tempered 
bulls were being herded by mounted 
ganaderos, or herdsmen, through the back 
streets of the town. 

It was well after sunup when the little 
herd came stampeding along, urged by the 
ganaderos with their sharp-pointed staves. 
The bulls were being forced to run fast, 
so that they would have no time to stop 
and think. 

People squealed and stampeded for 
the shelter of doorways. There was shout- 
ing and confusion. A man and a girl rode 
behind the racing herd, mounted on 
splendid horses that pranced high in the 
excitement. A cart blocked half the street 
ahead. Its scrawny horse reared and 
plunged. The herd jammed past. One of 
the fighting bulls got separated from the 
rest, and I could see right then that 
stark tragedy was in the making. 

The ganaderos dared not leave the main 
herd. At all costs the bulls had to be 
kept on the run, rushed into the pens. 
When that was done they would come 
back for the lone bull, which—if a miracle 
happened—might have done ‘no serious 
damage and might not have been shot 
down by the squad of town police. 

I could see the bull clearly, a vibrant 
black menace standing in the mouth of 
a blind alleyway, snorting with a nervous- 
ness that was on the edge of insane rage. 
A peon scuttled into its line of vision, a 
hated human on foot. The bull bellowed 
and charged out of the alley. The man 
shrieked and ducked into a doorway. The 
bull’s dagger-sharp horns went through the 
panels like nails through paper. Its broad 
forehead touched the door, smashed it 
down like cardboard, and half the brute’s 
bulk filled the hallway beyond. 

Frenzied screams came from within. 
The bull snorted, muffled in the passage. 
Then slowly it backed out from the inner 
dimness. Dark faces hung out of windows 
and screamed advice to one another. A 
futile pistol shot sounded. The bull bel- 
lowed the short, explosive burst of the 
fighting breed. 

“The Gaucho!” a voice shouted. “Bring 
the Gaucho! He will know what to do!” 


WAS already on my way. The bull 
now stood in the middle of the street. 
It muttered low thunder and pawed at 


_ the cobblestones. Its red eyes rolled from 


the trembling horse imprisoned between 
the shafts of its cart—-slewed now across 
the lower end of the street—up to the 
two riders at the other end. 

There was plenty of time for the riders 
to gallop to safety. But the man with the - 
sharp-pointed beard and aristocratic nose 
sat quite still in the saddle. Silver buttons 
glittered on his closely-fitting velvet jacket 
and along the lower seam of his trousers. 
He was a caballero who might have step- 
ped out of a painting by Velasquez. To 
turn and run away was obviously out of 
the question for him. 

In a quiet voice he said: “It is time, 


Mariposa mia, that you should withdraw.” 

The girl flashed a look at him from 
her wide dark eyes. Her red lips tightened. 
“I follow you, my father,” she said. 

The bull rumbled deep in its belly and 
faced the riders. They sat like proud sta- 
tues. I walked toward them. Because I 
- couldn’t afford any other clothes I was 
still wearing my Gaucho costume and my 
whip. 

“Adelante, Gaucho! Go to it! Watch 
him! He knows how to handle a bull. 
Look, he has no fear!” 

So yelped the mob in its safety and 
ignorance. But I knew that even a bull- 
fighter on foot in the ring before a fighting 
bull, armed with the red cape which 
serves as a powerful defensive weapon, 
feels the cold grip of fear as the horns 
slice past him. 

I felt it, too. But I also knew cattle and 
how to handle them. I knew what this 
madened bull was geting ready to do. 
And the girl, so still and proud on her 
horse, with her breasts thrusting against 
the satin blouse, was an audience worth 
having. 

I padded up, soft-footed, behind the 
angry brute, within 15 yards of its stiffly 
arched tail, which was the length of my 
whiplash. I stamped my foot and called: 
“Ha, toro!” 

The bull whirled with a speed in- 
credible for its bulk. For a second it 
glared red hate at me; then, with its head 
high and nostrils flared, it snorted an ex- 
plosive breath. The heavy ridge of tossing 
muscle that ran from just behind its horns 
to its shoulder stiffened. In the next sec- 
ond it would charge, and then nothing 
would stop it. 

I flicked my wrist and the whip lashed 
out like a live snake. Its snapper thon: 
of salt-water-hardened rawhide bang 
with the report of a 45 right in the bull’s 
nose—its most tender spot. 

The bull roared its fury and shook its 
massive head. Blood sprayed red from its 
black muzzle. I flicked the whip again. 
Swish! The stinging thong lashed again 
across its eyes and again about its ears. 

The animals bellowed again and lurched 
aside. It wanted to get away from_that 
blinding lash and get a clear view of me. 
If I let it, those vicious horns would go 
down and I would be faced with charging 
death. 

I didn’t let up for a second. With siz- 
zling vueltas, figure-eight _strokes—left, 
right, left—the lash burned about the bull’s 
head like a red-hot wire. 

Bellowing hoarse rage, the brute backed 
away from the searing live thing I kept 
clinging to its face. That’s what I wanted. 
If I could force it into the narrow blind 
alley, a barricade could be thrown up -to 
keep it there. 

“Barricada!” 1. shouted, and from a 
neighboring door a table was shoved out 
quickly. From the other side came some 
chairs. From every door burst shouting 
men with hurriedly snatched furniture. 
Within a minute a palisade of household 
goods filled the gap. 

The ganaderos came galloping up to 
take over. “Viva el Gaucho!” they shouted 
at me. “Bravo! Bravissimo!” 

The crowd fell back and was silent. 
The man with the pointed beard dis- 


mounted and swept off his hat. 

“That was very skillfully done, my 
friend. I am Don Enrique Valdez Soto- 
mayor Escobar. In the name of my house, 
I thank you.” 

I nodded and introduced myself. “The 
bull is a valuable one,” I said. “So before 
the police came with guns—” 

“I know it,” said Don Enrique. “The 
beast is of my own breeding in my own 
rancho at Limon. For its life I thank you.” 

The voice of the girl came from above. 
She was still mounted. “It was bravely 
done, Senor Gaucho.” . 

I looked up at her, and if I hadn’t been 
in Argentina, where manners are strictly 
observed, I’d have whistled. The senorita 
was lovely to look at. 

Plunging up to my ears in the custom- 
ou flambuoyant Spanish etiquette, I press- 
ed my hat over my chest. “It was for 
the senorita’s beautiful eyes,” I said gal- 
lantly. 

“My house will be honored by your 
presence,” Don Enrique said, and bowed. 
. “The honor will be mine,” I murmured, 
and bowed in return. 

Don Enrique mounted. “Hasta la vista. 
Until we meet again.” He rode away, and 
the dream girl rode with him. 

Back in my home town, dating that 
girl would have been as easy as roping 
a steer. But in the deep inland pampas 
country I knew that a visit to Don En- 
rique’s house would mean no more than 
ceremonious hospitality and compliments 
exchanged over old wine. So I got into 
the act properly and did the expected 
thing. I borrowed a guitar and stationed 
myself beneath the wrought-iron grill that 


guarded the senorita’s window, and I 


sang. 

ia didn’t matter that my voice was as 
husky as a frog’s and that I didn’t know 
the first thing about playing a guitar. 
Gallantly I sang “La Guarda Nocturna,” 
“The Night Guard.” It’s a song about the 
open plains and the drowsy lowing of 
cattle under diamond stars. 

I sang’ it badly but the window opened 
up all right. A face appeared, but it wasn’t 
a face with luscious lips and eyes that 
could set a man’s pulses racing. Instead it 
was pinched and hatchet-shaped, with the 
gimlet eyes of a duenna. 

She said: “Sing more.” 

And that, brother, is progress in the 
pampas. 

On a later night, while I still pounded 
the guitar and bellowed my head off, the 
quarry itself appeared and the girl listen- 
ed to me with studied interest as I reeled 
off impassioned verses about perfection’s 
tie angel and hearts exploding with 

re. 


WAS getting somewhere fast. A couple 

of nights later the senorita sat boldly 
behind the bars of the wide-open window 
and talked with me as human to human. 
She also dropped a red rose from her hair 
through the iron bars, which happens to 
be a declaration of deathless love in 
Spanish, whatever obstacles might come 
in the way. 

She told me about her father. “This 
young man,” he had apparently remark- 

(Continued on page 68) 
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ed, “who sings so tunelessly. He is very 
persistent.” 

“You do not object?” she had asked. 

And Don Enrique had replied: “Well, 
he is probably not of an ancient family 
like ours. But in these strange times there 
is no understanding what young people 
wish to do.” 

So Mariposa kissed her father and call- 
ed him the dearest little old padrecito in 
the world. And the next night, when I 
started my howlings beneath her window, 
she stopped me with the remark: “One 
who has the courage to face a maddened 
bull ought not to quail before facing my 
father.” ; 

So I faced the old boy. But instead of 
discussing his glamorous daughter, he had 
news for me about the Rancho Boreal, 
which I had left a month before after 
ignoring Perez’s challenge of the whips. 

“I have just purchased the Rancho 
Boreal,” he said calmly. “And I want you 
to take charge as foreman.” 

I kept up the etiquette business, bend- 
ing stiffly at the waist. “Senor is most 
gracious,” I said. 

“It is a small thing, amigo, in return 
for the services that you rendered to my 
house. I want you to ride back to the 
Rancho Boreal and dismiss the foreman. I 
am dissatisfied with him. You will open 
the big house and prepare it for the re- 
ception of myself and my daughter. When 
all is ready you will telephone me and we 
will come. Ganaderos with selected stock 
will accompany us.” 

That night I mounted my horse and 
rode out of the town of Exaltacion. When 
I arrived back at the Rancho Boreal the 
Gauchos said: “Why, Juan, we never 
thought we would see you here again. 
How do you have the courage to show 
your face?” 


“Unfinished business,” I said. “A small - 


matter of a challenge to take up with 
Raimundo Perez.” 

Raimundo swaggered forward. “Well, 
may the devil catch me! It is the Amer- 
ican gringo. What crazy chance brings 
you here again, gringo?” 

I was loosening the lash of my whip 
as I talked. “I haven’t much time, Rai- 
mundo, because there’s work to be done 
here in a hurry. You won the foreman- 
ship of this ranch with your whip. I’m 
here to fire you with my whip and take 

1» 

Raimnudo gaped at me. Then his little 

pig eyes lit up with an ugly gloating, and 


‘he guffawed. Without another word he 


began to strip to the waist. His pals grin- 
ned at one another. 

“Que demencia! Some powerful emo- 
tion has driven the gringo mad. What a 
slaughtering this is going to be!” 

One of the Gauchos was already mark- 
ing out a rough circle on the ground. 

“But amigo!” It was Pedro, an_ old 
friend of mine at the rancho. “This is- a 
terrible thing that you.do. The man is a 
bull for strength and is just as savage.” 

“T happen to have fought with a bull 
before,” I grinned. “Hold onto my shirt 
and keep your eyes open for dirty work. 
With an honest bull there’s no need, but 
with this muscle-bound bully—” 

Raimundo stood in the ring, massive, 
scowling, blowing hard through his nos- 


trils. I crouched, facing him. We were 
two naked men exposed to 15 feet of 
rawhide lash each. And we were both ex- 
perts with the whip. It takes an expert, 
and a muscular wrist, to fight a duelo a 
latigos. 

Raimundo advanced a step and imme- 
diately I sent my first vuelta hissin 
through a half-circle and slamming full 
across the big man’s chest, parting the 
shaggy hair and splitting the skin in a 
red weal. Raimundo roared with fury and 
cut viciously, below my waist. I caught 
the lash in time, tangling it with my own. 
The plaited rawhides rasped apart. Rai- 
mundo cut low again. I sprang inside the 
ig and lapped my lash twice around 
the big man’s waist. Raimundo spun to 
counter the drag he knew must come, but 
I was faster. I leaped back to a full arm’s 
length and rasped my lash, spinning Rai- 
mundo like a top and leaving a girdle of 
two parellel raw red lines at his waist. 
The twist spun Raimundo clear out of the 
ring, sprawling. 

“Parada!” yelled his pals. “Stop! Suelta 
prima! It is the first round.” 

I stepped to the edge of the ring, hold- 
ing my lash high in my left hand. “Some 
of you,” I snarled, “seem to have learned 
the rules you didn’t know three years ago, 
when this big ox fought with Sanchez 
Rul.” 

Raimundo came in again, fear beginning 
to show in his pig eyes. I jumped high 
over his full swing and flicked him over 
the right shoulder with a sound like the 
breaking of a hardwood stick. 

For fifteen minutes we fought. I ab- 
sorbed plenty of punishment too, but con- 
tinued to wrap Raimundo around with 
searing rawhide. And when, at the end 
of that time, I whirled my lash around 
Raimundo’s bull throat and flung him 
reeling out of the ring, no sullen urging 
from his gang would induce him to come 
inside again. He just lay there, choking 
and beaten. 

“Well,” I asked them, “is there anybody 
else who wants to say I’m not foreman 
of this place?” 

Nobody took up the challenge. Pedro 
hovered over me with bandages and oint- 
ment. “But, Juan,” he said, “I do not 
understand this thing which is incredible. 
Not only in thrashing Raimundo, the bully, 
who has dominated us for three years. But 
there were some among us who were be- 
ginning to console ourselves and salve our 
pride with your former philosophy of what 
a man would gain by fighting.” 

I didn’t give Pedro an explanation just 
then. I kept it for beautiful Mariposa. 

“Juan mio,” she said on the first night 
of her arrival at the ranch, “I have a 
treachery to confess. While you were 
away I talked to employees of my father 
at his other ranch and they told me ter- 
rible stories about you. Incredible stories. 
And I, fantastic as it seems, believed 
them.” 

I laughed and tilted her face toward 
mine. “My beloved,” I told her in the 
flowery Spanish I’d begun to enjoy, “the 
were all true. But at that time there wasnt 
anything in the world important enough 
to fight for. Now I have found something 
that is!” 

THE END 





resulted from an accident. He fell from a 
sulky one morning while heading out into 
a remote part of the desert in the never- 
ending search for gold. 


All three of the brothers were still alive 
and ranging the gold fields together when 
Tom lost his sight. And there the odd story 
begins, because the circumstances sur- 
rounding this loss of eyesight Pons the 
background for the Laurie brothers’ re- 
' markable experience with mental telepa- 
thy. 

One morning, while they were in a par- 
ticularly rugged part of the Tanami wilder- 
ness, the three prospectors found they were 
running low on supplies. The nearest sta- 
tion at Gordon Downs was 125 miles 
away. Tom volunteered to make the trip, 
taking along a pack horse to bring back 
a much-needed cargo of food. 

All went well on the long and lonesome 
journey to Gordon Downs, but on the re- 
turn trip Tom began to have serious dif- 
ficulty with his eyes. From time to time 
a blurry, web-like substance seemed to 
dim his vision, prompting him to reach up 
and brush his hand across both eyes. What 
Tom didn’t know at the time was that he 
was in the first stage of the “sandy blight,” 
a dreaded eye disease which often left its 
victims totally blind. 

On the second day his right eye went 
completely blind and he decided to spend 
the night bathing both eyes in warm wa- 
ter before pushing on the next morning. 
But the struggle between Tom Laurie and 
the white-heat of the desert sands was 
slowly taking its toll, and by the fourth 
day he was blind in both eyes. 

In all his years as a prospector Tom had 
been a resourceful man, and he was tough 
to the ways of the desert. But only in 
nightmares had he ever faced the grim 
prospect of roaming the barren sands alone 
and without his eyesight. 

Before his eyes had failed he had man- 
aged to tie up his two horses, but one, the 
saddle horse, broke loose and wandered 
away into the desert. After groping his 
way around for several hours Tom finally 
laid his hands on the pack horse which, 
to his relief, was still loaded down with 
supplies. Most of all, he considered the 
pack horse a possible means of escape from 
almost certain death. Taking a firm: grip 
on a saddle strap, he goaded the horse 
into traveling about the desert, in the des- 
perate hope that the animal would lead 
him back to the mining camp at Tanami. 


For nearly twenty-four hours the horse — 


wandered aimlessly through the sands, get- 
ting nowhere, until it became frightened 
by a desert lizard and bolted away, leav- 
ing Tom holding nothing but a broken 
saddle strap. 

If Laurie had been helpless before, he 
was now in the last stages of desperation. 
The only way he could tell time was by 
the hot rays of the sun on his.cheeks_ during 
the day and the coldness of the desert air 


at night. Crippled by leg injuries caused 
by bumping blindly into boulders, he pain- 
fully lowered himself to his knees and be- 
gan crawling through the sand, hoping 
somehow to find a well-beaten trail that 
would lead him back to Tamani. 

Like a drowning man grasping at the 

last straw, he reached into his pocket and 
grabbed hold of a few match sticks. .The 
aborigines, he told himself, were not the 
only ones who knew how to send up a 
smoke signal. Feverishly he began groping 
about the desert, trying to lay his hands 
on brushwood, and before long he had 
gathered enough to start a smoky fire. 
. But his luck—if you could call it that— 
lasted only about three minutes, just long 
enough for the flames to spread to other 
clumps of brush and touch off a ring of 
fire which slowly began to encircle the 
blinded prospector. Sensing his peril, he 
summoned all his courage and began to 
crawl rapidly through the on-coming wall 
of flames. 

Tom’s tinder-dry clothing quickly caught 
fire and his screams echoed through the 
desert. Frantically he squirmed through 
the ‘sand, turning over and over in a-vio- 
lent motion that finally smothered the 
flames in his clothes. He had escaped be- 
ing roasted alive, but that: was little con- 
solation as he lay in the full glare of the 
pitiless sun, blinded, burned and near death 


from hunger, thirst and searing pain. But’ 


one thing about his situation had changed; 
he was no longer alone in the desert. The 
eyes of another human being were upon 
him. 

The smoke and fire had attracted the 
attention of a native boy, who had silently 
stood and watched Tom as he fought his 
life-and-death struggle against the circle 
of fire. The youthful aborigine, however, 
was afraid of white men, and Laurie’s 
horrible appearance frightened him into 
turning and running from the scene. 

Meanwhile, back at Tanami Laurie’s two 
brothers were planning a search for the 


, long overdue Tom. In order to cover more 


ground, they decided to separate and press 
the search over two different routes. Just 
as they were preparing to depart, an elder- 
ly native, whom they employed as a water 
boy, came running up to their horses, wav- 
ing his arms.in the manner of a man car- 
rying an urgent message. 

“Me getta longa messa!” he shouted. 
“Me getta longa messa!” 

Bill and Jack Laurie got down from 
their horses and listened more closely ‘to 
the native’s babbling words. He told them 
he had just received “a message” from a 
native boy who was wandering about the 
desert some 55 miles away. The informa- 
tion was that a white prospector was lying 
badly burned and close to death in a sec- 
tion of the desert which was far from 
the nearest water hole. The native gave 
what he said was the exact location the 
dying man could be found. 

Jack and Bill questioned the aborigine 
further, trying to find out just how he had 
received this strange message, but the na- 
tive would only point to his head and 
mutter: “It come in here. It come in here.” 

Although they didn’t know it at the 
time, the Laurie brothers were having their 
first experience with mental telepathy 

(Continued on page 72) 
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No woman is safe (or really wants to 
be) when a man’s mind is in the bed- 
room. See the tempting, puffed-up 
featherbed to be despoiled! Hear the 
irrepressible squeals of pleasure! 
Those to whom bedtime has come to 
mean “bed and bored” will find “bed 
and better” .. . Thousands are now en- 
joying Rollicking Bedside Fun, and you 
will too, when you possess this ideal bed- 
side companion. Here’s entertainment 
for open minds and ticklish spines. 
Here’s lusty, merry recreation for un- 
squeamish men and women. Here’s life 
with apologies to none. Collected, select- 
ed from the best there is, this zestful 
Primer is an eye-opener... YOU ARE 
INVITED TO EXAMINE THE 
PLEASURE PRIMER 10 DAYS AT 
OUR EXPENSE. IT IS GUARAN- 
TEED TO PLEASE OR YOUR 
PURCHASE PRICE WILL BE RE- 
FUNDED AT ONCE! 








10-DAY TRIAL OFFER 


108 Broad St. New York a R-¥. 


Please send THE PLEASURE PRIMER on 10- 
day. trial. If I’m not pleased, I get my purchase 
price fefunded at once. 


O. Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman 98c plus postage. 
0 I enclose $1. You pay all postage. 





DIRECTORY OF ACTIVE CLUBS 


why not meet the sun halfway? 


| 

For your protection, to keep out undesirables these clubs have agreed to cooperate with the Post Office Department. Their extensive adver- 
itising enables them to offer better service. Our clients include biggest advertisers in this field. If you are lonely—if life is passin: 
RALPH KELLY e@ ADVERTISING e ABERDEEN, 


@ ROMANCE CALLING ALL LADIES & GENTS @ 


to enroll now. All ladies enrolled Free. Find Real Love in the Largest 
& Finest Private Club in USA. It doesn’t matter where you live, you 
can’t miss finding your ideal through our splendid personal service. 
We serve over 28,500 eligible people seeking romance. We can 
change your whole life by putting you in contact with them. We 
have ample membership able to suit any person 18 to 80. All Re- 
ligions. Several state wealth. White race. 


1960-61 SPECIAL—Regular $15.00 membership now only $5.00 for 
Men; or easy terms $1 down, & $1 week. Men will receive 485 
latest ladies pictures, names, addresses, descriptions, & many phone 
numbers. You will receive a membership card which entitles you to 
service until suited. All Ladies enrolled Free. Ladies will receive over 
350 men’s pictures & listings. Confidential, Sealed. Write us a letter 
stating age & desires. Your photo helpful. Quick Service. 


|e 


Private Mailway Clubs Dept. 1A 
966 HOE AVE., NEW YORK 59, NEW YORK OR 


5606 LONGVIEW ST., DALLAS 6, TEXAS OR 


216 W. JACKSON BLVD., CHICAGO 6, 


ILL. OR 


P.O. BOX 3575, PHILADELPHIA 22, PA.OR 

3043 30TH ST. S.E., WASH. 20, D.C. OR 

33 EDDY ST., BOSTON 65, MASS. OR 

1089 THORNHILL DR., E. CLEVELAND 8, OHIO OR 

7047 MONTGY. RD., CINCINNATI 36, OHIO OR 

5078 GARLAND AVE., DETROIT 13, MICH. OR 
601 S. VERMONT, LOS ANGELES 4, CALIF. OR 

P.O. BOX 52, SPOKANE 10, WASH. OR 


a * 1417 46TH AVE., 
. “P.O. BOX 9376, NO. HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. OR 
2907 W. 45TH ST., KANSAS CITY 3, KANS. OR 
2527 W. CURTIS ST., TAMPA 3, FLORIDA OR 
1311 W. COMMERCE ST., SAN ANTONIO 7, TEXAS 


‘Also 
Send in this 
ad & receive 


an exciting gift. 


MEN! MEET THE 
GIRL OF YOUR 
DREAMS 


No matter what age you are! 

No matter where you live! We 

li can introduce you to the girl 

you’ve been waiting for. Write for FREE 

pictures and descriptions of attractive 

maidens, teachers, wealthy widows—all eager 

to meet you — all seeking romance. Our per- 

sonalized introduction service assures you of 

fast, dependable results. All information is 

confidential — sent in plain, sealed envelopes. 

Don’t be lonely another day! Send coupon 
TODAY to our office nearest you! 


8 
d 
) 


Please rush FREE pictures and description in 
plain, sealed envelope. H 


Name. 





Address 





City. Zone. 





State. i 


CROWN REGISTRY 
4924 Greenville Ave. © Dallas 6, Texas 
216 W. Jackson Blvd. © Chicago 6, Ill. 
51 West 35th St. © New York 1, N.Y. 


Sex. 
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OAKLAND 1, CALIF. OR 


At last, there’s no need to be 

S lonely any longer—no need to look for 
companionship thousands of miles from 

your home. Meet and correspond with members of the 
opposite sex, LIVING NEAR YOU—by joining this unique 
and independent club. Send for FREE details. ELITE 


PUBLISHING SERVICE, P. 0. Box 1991, Chicago 90, Ill. 


WHY BE LONELY? 


Correspond with Ladies or Gentlemen ev- 

erywhere. 16 pages of pictures and descrip- 

tions, 25 cents; with addresses $2.00. 
MAURICE WILHELM 

Box 1865-L Milwaukee 1, Wisconsin 


Get Acquainted Club 
WHERE PARTICULAR PEOPLE MEET 


If lonely, we can help you find new friends in 
your age group and type you desire. 32 years con- 
tinuous operation. Members almost everywhere in 
U.S.A. Confidential. 


SIMPSON Box 1251 Denver 1, Colo. 


LONESOME? 


Someone is waiting just for you. 
For fast action send description and $2.00 for large 
envelope packed with names, addresses and pictures of. 
the opposite sex—plus certificate entitling you to new 
introductions. Confidential. 


IDEAL FRIENDSHIP CLUB 
Box 777-S Allentown, Pa. 





you by— 


WASHINGTON 


Y Want a SWEETHEART? 
A WIFE??? We have hun- 
dreds of LONELY women 
(all ages) waiting to meet 
you! Get acquainted by 
mail! 16 pages of NAMES, 
ADDRESSES. PICTURES 
and DESCRIPTIONS $2.00 


TWIN CITY BUREAU 
3506 GRIMES N.,ROBBINSDALE, MINN. 


LONELY? 


= Let mearrangea romantic cor. 


for op soe vee Bh Find a yout 
y most select Serepeeeadl ib. A 
friendstap letter society for 2 club. A 
bership _ fined cre conhi and wome: pnasonw ae wee tees 
ave 
made 5 Raha ; why not you? Seabed; 
ulars FREE, Even Even Mocre, Box 988, dedkeanihe Fiz Fla, 


LONESOME? 


PERSONAL ATTENTION given EVERY appli- 
cation. Experienced in this business since 
1929. No club in the world offers more effi- 
cient, honest and friendly service. Membership 
lasts until suited. Confidential, of course. 


MISS CHASE 


P.O. Box 681 Seattle 11, Washington 


LONESOME? 

3 Find your Lifemate through my Club. Old and 
(4 Reliable. Established 1924. Personal service 

for refined men and women. Nation-wide 
membership. Many state they are wealthy. (CONTINUOUS, 
DEPENDABLE, INDIVIDUAL SERVICE). Confidential intro- 
ductions by letter. Free Particulars. Photos, Descrip- 


tions. Sealed. 
LOIS L. REEDER Box LOIS L. REEDER Box 549-D Palestine, Texas Palestine, Texas 


IF You Want Marriage 


and an affectionate sweetheart, 
worthwhile and generous, write 
me at once. All letters held 
strictly confidential. 

MARY LEE 
Box 445-L Rolla, Missouri 


Lovely Canadian Girls 


—all ages, many religions and nationali- 
ties. Names, Addresses & Descriptions— 
$2.00. Prompt service. Sealed. State Age. 


GET ACQUAINTED CLUB 
Box 281-S Regina, Sask., Canada 


WHY BE LONELY 


If its Friends, Romance or Companionship 
you want, let America’s foremost Club 
arrange an introduction for you. Nation- 
wide membership. Confidential, Reliable. 
Write for sealed information, sent free. 


PEARL J. SMITH 
P.O. Box 2732-N Kansas City 42, Mo. 


LOVE — FRIENDS — MARRIAGE 


CAN be Yours; Order NATION-WIDE, CUR- 
RENT, INTRODUCTION Magazine, 9x12, 16 
pages, Containing ATTRACTIVE PHOTOS, 
INTERESTING DESCRIPTIONS and APPEAL- 
ING PERSONALS of LONELY People, with 
Names, Addresses of Opposite Sex: $2.00, 
RUSHED, Mailed SEALED. Also PRIVATE 
Club for EASTERNERS—Details or Ladies 
Listed, FREE! Send Description. 
EASTERN STATES SOCIETY 
151 Hollister Dr., Dept. 





DIRECTORY OF ACTIVE CLUB 


1000 PHOTOS $2 


The world's largest matrimenial catalegae with one thousand 
sparkling photos and descriptions, is the latest and most 
breath-taking mass-assembly of lonely women ever published. 
Beautiful young girls and society ladies, women of all ages, 
shapes and sizes searching for a husband. New catalogue 
issues are being published constantly. A genuine offer with 
the best results for every man. 1000 photos and all details $2. 
Warning: Our publications are protected by law—do not copy. 


INTERNATIONAL CONTACT BUREAU 
BOX 1021, STN. “C” TORONTO 3, CANADA 


ROMANCE MISSING? 


We have made thousands EVERYWHERE hap- 
. Select just the romance you seek—from 
lists monthly. We get QUICK results— 

and we'll prove it. Do you want to make life 
exciting? Then send NOW for wonderful 


FREE proof and particulars in plain, sealed 
envelope. 

RAINBOW SERVICE 

15 Clarendon Rd. Burlingame, Calif. 

Let us help you find that 

Ly? certain someone. Join old 

a reliable Club. 50 years 

of dependable, confidential 

service. Correspondents most everympere 

seeking congenial mates. Proven results. In- 


teresting photos, descriptions FREE. 


co! NDENCE 
STANDARD Rar ope INC. 
Box 207 ‘Grayslake, Illinois 


World Wide Pen Pals 


Men.and women from all walks of life; from all coun- 
tries in the world desire to correspond— — 


WITH YOU 


Send $2 for their magazine, complete with hundreds of 


names, addresses, pictures. 
A. SCHLENKER 
851 E. Washington St. Pasadena 6, Calif. 
ye LOVELY SENORITAS 
. From MEXICO and HONDURAS 
pot seeking companions and life mates 
from the U.S.A. and Canada. Please 
state Age for individual selections. 
Personal attention for good results given. 
Send $2.00 for their ACTUAL CLEAR 
PHOTOS, Names, Addresses and Descriptions. 
THIS IS A NEW LIVE LIST! 
SOUTH of the BORDER SOCIAL CLUB 
P.O. Box 1271 Nogales, Arizona 
LADIES PHOTO LISTED FREE 


$2. brings PHOTOS, 
NAMES and AD- 
DRESSES. Our LA- 
DIES seek MAR- 
RIAGE and _ friend- 
ship, ages 20-65 yrs. 


SELECT SOCIAL AGENCY 
Box 91. Sta. “E”, Toronto 4 


Lonely? Want Romance? 


Join my rellable, confidential correspondence club for 
lonely people. Individual, personal attention. Send age, 
description, interests, desires, $3 for year's member- 
ship, year’s listing, entire membership list, year's 
quarterly lists, photos. Large sample list of members, 
addresses, photos, descriptions, SEALED, $1. 


; ADAMS SERVICE 
4209 Hubby Ave. 


DON’T DENY LOVE 


Meet the girl or man of your dreams through our 
exclusive INTRODUCTION-BY-MAIL SERVICE. 
Write today for FREE PICTURE ALBUM and 
complete details on how to become a happy mem- 
ber immediately. 


HOLLYWOOD “400” CLUB 
P. O. Box 2849-B Hollywood 28, Calif. 


Waco, Texas 


° 

Lovely Girls from England 
They make best marriage partners and pen- 
pals. We have hundreds of beautiful, well 
educated spinsters and attractive young widows 
who seek penpals and wil to settle in the 
U.S.A. Send your full de and $1.00 and 
receive current list by return AIR MAIL. 


“CAMEO” BUREAU—Dept. S 
61 Mill Road, Three Bridges, Sussex, England 
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STATISTICS 


(Bust, Waist, Hips, Height, Weight, 

Name, Address, etc.) of every girl 

and lady on List 4 from_ USA, 

-Porto Rico, etc. — 100 different, 

$1. 100 Mexican girls 18-22 yrs. 

(List 1); or 23-45 yrs. (List 2) $1. 
100 ladies from 30 countries & islands (List 3) 
$1. 100 beautiful girls and ladies, their 50- 
word descriptions, addresses and approx. 65 
photos (#5), $1. All 5 lists, 500 girls and 
60-75 photos for $4. All sent sealed. For the 
ladies — select list of men with photos; ads. 
address list $1. 


SATELLITE 


Dept. E. Box 1601 El Paso, Texas 


For Centuries— 


JAPANESE GIRLS 


have been trained since childhood in the art 
of pleasing men and catering to their every 
wish and desire. Our membership includes 
hundreds of wonderful, marriageable Japanese 
gals — models, teachers, nurses, actresses, 
widows, secretaries — of all ages. Airmail 
$1.00 for membership application, question- 
naire, photos, names, addresses, etc 


K. WALTS 


Tokyo, Japan 


BE LONELY? 


Box 903, C.P.0. 
WE HAVE ME) 


WHY mae 
WAITING TO MEET YOU. 


Here’s your chance to find true happiness 
through -introductions by mail. Quick, courte- 
ous, confidential service. Write for free sealed 
particulars. Please state age. 

CARLETON P. MARSHALL - Dept. 1 
P.O. Box 2084 Bridgeport 8, Conn. 


For large list of op- 

LONELY? posite sex and your 
! g Mame listed: Gentle- 

men send $2.00; La- 

dies only $1.00. Send us your Name, 


Address, Sex, Age, Height and Weight. 


Confidential. 
The Big "pp" Club 


P.O. Box 1341, Hickory, North Carolina 


.. and these words 
she was heard to say: 


“Be Lonely 
No More! 


Open Destiny's Door!” 
$2.00 brings CUPID'S 
DESTINY, World’s Great- 

» est Social Publication, in- 
cluding coast-to-coast and 
international listings with 
names and addresses, .men 
or women. Captivating 
descriptions; sparkling 
pictures, widows, wid- 

_ owers, bachelors, beauti- 
ful. girls desiring early 
marriage. (Year, quarterly 
$5.00.) 

DESTINY LEAGUE 


Aberdeen, Washington 


HANDY ORDER FORM J 


No néed to write a letter. For quick action, simply 


De i og ee te ng Or Se | 
I 


latest issue (or $5.00 for full year subscription): 


fill in name and address and mail with $2.00 for | 
DESTINY LEAGUE, Aberdeen, Washington | 


BEYO! 


> 


Fe Young ... So Beautiful ... So Absolutel 
eee @xactly the kind of wife you will 
find in the pages of CSM, Yes, CSM re- 
ceives over 1, applications per month 
from LOVELY LATIN SENORITAS .., girls 
with a burning desire to marry a good, sin- 
cere American or Canadian man, and make 
his house a home. For 178 pictures and 
ions beyond your wildest dream, 
mal U0 to Confidential Service of Mexie 
co, P.O. Drawer XX, Palm Springs, Calif. 


LONESOME? 


$2.00 Brings a large list of Names & Addresses, either 


sex—Real Pictures, Descriptions, sealed; Beautiful Girls, 
Widows, nice-looking Men; all ages; White race. Reliable 
Quick Service. Let me help you find real happiness. 


Write today— 
MAGAZINE Box 670-D 


LONESOME? 


Join Reliable Club — established 1909. 


Members everywhere — beautiful girls, nurses, teachers, 
widows, businessmen, farmers seeking congenial mates. 
Many claim wealth. Dignified, dependable and sure—we 
get results. WRITE FOR FREE. INFORMATION AND 
DESCRIPTIONS, SEALED. 


EXCHANGE PUB. CO. 
3827-LF Mam Sr. KEANSAs City, Mo. 


Do You Like 2 
¢ German Girls ¢ 


Attractive up-to-date List ony $1.00 — PLUS 


Palestine, Texas 


GRATIS — 16 page Pictorial azine. These 
charming ladies are looking for YOUR letter in 
their mailbox. Please describe yourself briefly. 


ELSA EASTER 
Box 254 Denver 1, Colorado 


6 MONTHS ONLY $1 


Send your Description and $1. You'll Receive Big 
Envelope full of Descriptions of either Ladies or 
Gentlemen. Your Description will be mailed to 
Ladies or Gentlemen for 6 Months; also Certifi- 
cate Entitling you to New Descriptions. 


GENERAL LISTING SERVICE 
P. O. Box 1552-R Louisville 1, Kentucky 


ALONE??? 


Alone under the stars? DESIRE is of little ac- 
count without opportunity. Why not ask for 
my miracle beautifully illustrated ‘azine? 
Page after page of attractive ladies and hand- 
some gentlemen. Fascinating descriptions. 
Latest issue with addresses, either sex, in- 
cluded, only $2.00. Your IDEAL is waiting to 
reach the goal of life: happiness with YOU... 
HURRY! Charles Labranche, 308 Gagne Stre 
Rouyn. Quebec, Canada. 


MENS MEN! 
We have many exotic and lovely 
but lonely Spanish-Amer. girls liv- 
ing in the U. S. eager to meet you 
(over 250 girls in N. Y. City alone). 
Send $1.00 and tell us the age 
group that you prefer, ¢ 


SPANISH FRIENDSHIP 


Dept. R-5 
220 West 42nd St., N. Y. 36, N.Y. 


CANADIANS-AMERICANS 


Join our confidential introductory service. 
Your name is NEVER listed, just your de- 
scription and code number. Membership 
fee $1.00 and your description. Prompt 
service, sealed. 


THE CONTACT BUREAU . 
Box 231-8 Regina, Sask., Canada 


ROMANCE! 


Find the lifemate who is longing for someone 
just like you. World's Greatest Social Publi- 
cation—16 es—descriptions with many pic- 
tures and world wide‘directory of active clubs, 
25c. With addresses, either sex, $2.00. Sent in 
plain sealed envelope. 


EILEEN’S PERSONAL SERVICE 
P.O. Box 497-A Mesquite, Texas 
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» want tro STOP 
SMOKING? 









ae 
NO-TO-BA! 

lozenges and see how 
their aromatic flavor helps stop 
the craving for tobacco. Rush $1 for 
7 days’ supply. (For heavy smokers — 
16 days’ supply $2). Money refunded if 
not satisfied. NO-T0-BAC, Dept. Sk7 , Hewlett, N.Y. 


HANSss57 1N 


You can analyze handwriting—at home, in your spare eines 








= 
interference with job or social life. ‘Win more pay, socia 
BOR a prestige! Men and women b needed ete Com- 
plete lesson and answer service. Personalized instruction. Handsome, 
suitable-for-framing Diploma to graduates! 
« Ga As Se |. G. M8. is the oldest and only grapho analysis 
school in the world! Write now for three free es: (1) Sample’ 
= e 
Bios Book. Absolutely no obii 
INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO 
DESK PB-14] - . = 


Lysis SOCIETY, INC. 
MAE INGEIELD 4. MISSOURI 














EXCITING CATALOG! 

FRENCH LINGERIE 
Now! For the first time... 
You see our daring lingerie 
and High Heel shoes, modeled 
before your very eyes. Strip 
panties, G-Strings, Bikinis. 
Racy abbreviated bras, sheer 
briefs, clinging Baby Doll waist 
high nylon net tights, 5” Sky-Hi 
shoes and dozens of other items. 


Send today for big FREE catalog. 
Enclose 25c for postage and han- 


dling. Se ¥ 
ausce de Saree veprts 
P.0. Box 564, Sunland, Calif. 


SWEDISH TOP-GIRLS 


in daring poses. Send $2, $3 or $4 for full 
sets of large glossy photos. Do not miss this 
chance to see the famous Swedish girls at 
their best. Verb, Dept. 33 Fack 9, 
Enskede 4, Sweden. 
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YOURS. a OVER 100 
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Hollywood 
completely 
uncensored, 
foEVatet-entelatert-lcs 
printed from originals 
in breath-taking detail! 


B 2448 G 
: ARTS Hollywood 28, Calif. 
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among the aborigines. 

Jack and Bill quickly ene their 
plans. Riding together, they headed at top 
speed toward the point in the desert where 
the dying man was supposed to be. Just as 
the native had said, they found Tom lying 
flat on his back, staring into the sky with 
sightless eyes. His lips were swollen be- 
yond their normal size, and the once 
healthy tan of his complexion had turned 
a sickly yellow, with the skin stretched 
tight across the cheekbones like the death 
mask of an Egyptian mummy. His tongue 
was black from four days without water. 

But the Lauries were just as rugged as 
the desert around them. Under the watch- 
ful care of his brothers Tom gradually re- 
covered the use of his arms and legs and 
returned to good health, but he remained 
blind in his right eye. 

It wasn’t long after Tom’s ordeal that 
the stage was set for events which reached 
an astounding climax in the sending of a 
thought message across 300 miles of un- 
inhabited wasteland. 

The three brothers continued to pros- 
pect for gold at the Tanami camp. One 
day Tom was alone at the mine. Jack 
and Bill had decided to take a trip to Alice 
Springs, which was located quite a distance 
to the southeast. 

The temporary absence of his brothers 
left Tom in the rather dangerous circum- 
stance of being the only white man in the 
area for miles around. His only helping 
hand was a native woman named Ruby, 
who dressed herself in a flowing purple 
robe and accompanied him whenever he 
left the vicinity of the camp to search for 
gold. 

Qne morming when they were nearly a 
mile away from the base, Ruby suddenly 
shouted a gutteral, half-understandable 


warning to Tom. “Black man runna at 


camp, him Granite!” 

Ruby’s warning would make little sense 
to most people, but Tom understood. Her 
roving eyes, accustomed to seeing long dis- 
tances in the desert, had sighted the ap- 
proach of a band of Warramulla tribes- 
men who lived in a hilly area many miles 
to the southeast. There were only eight 
natives in the party, but their bodies were 
covered with war paint, and they were 
fully armed with crude weapons which 
already had been used in attacks upon 
white men in remote parts of the desert. 

Sensing plenty of trouble in the sud- 
den appearance of the aborigines, Tom 
ran at full speed back to the camp, fol- 
lowed by Ruby who, even at that mo- 
ment, was planning a betrayal. Tom ar- 
rived ahead of the oncoming natives and 
had just enough time to load his rifle and 
prepare for the worst. He considered the 
rifle only a last resort, knowing that even 
the Warramullas could be turned aside 
peacefully if the right approach was used. 

The aborigines were led by two natives 
known as Cockalilli and Jimmy, and little 
did the unsuspecting Laurie realize that 
both of them were friends of Ruby. After 
what seemed to:Tom an eternity of wait- 
ing, the grotesquely-dressed warriors final- 
ly arrived within speaking distance. 

Tom quickly grabbed several sticks of 
tobacco and walked toward the natives, 
offering the gift as a symbol of peace. But 
Cockalilli rudely knocked the tobacco from 


Tom’s hands and shouted that he and his 
warriors didn’t want the white man’s 
smokes, they wanted his water. 

Only a short distance from the camp 
was a large vat which contained Tom's 
meager supply of water, and he seriously 
doubted that there was enough to quench 
the thirst of all eight natives. But Laurie 
was in no mood to take on trouble if it 
could be avoided, so he led his unwanted 
guests to the water vat, hoping that after- 
ward they would leave the camp and take 
their warlike intentions elsewhere. 

- Three hours later the Warramullas were 
still hovering around the water supply, giv- 
ing every indication that they intended to 
stay until it was exhausted. Tom’s patience 
had now run its course. Taking a firm grip 
on his rifle, he walked toward the war- 
riors and told them in the plain language 
of their own tongue that it was time to go. 

In his haste to give the natives their 
marching orders, Tom failed to notice that 
Ruby had dropped out of sight and that 
one of the warriors was also missing. It 
was a costly oversight because at that 
very: moment Ruby and the missing native 
were coiled like two snakes behind a huge 
boulder near the water vat, ready to spring. 

Tom had just finished telling the war- 
riors to head for the wide open spaces 
when Ruby, her purple robe flapping in 
the desert breeze, came up behind him 
and grabbed the rifle from his hands. The 
native who was following Ruby leaped 
into action by swinging a massive club 
toward the white man’s head. 

Fortunately the attack came from the 
side of Tom’s good eye, and he managed 
to deflect the club by quickly raising his 
arm. But the advantage was lost and the 
screaming warriors raced toward Laurie, 
dead-set on beating him to a bloody pulp. 

Tom fought with his bare fists, and he 
swung with the fury of a man who knows 
that violent death is only minutes away. 
He landed a right-hand smash to one war- 
rior’s jaw, kicked another in the stomach, 
and swung wildly at a third. Then sud- 
denly he broke away and raced back to 
the camp, where another rifle was hidden 
in his tent. . 

The yowling aborigines pursued him all 
the way and he began firing at them un- 
til two bullets found their mark, striking 
one native in the leg and another in the 
shoulder. The wounded warriors screamed 
in pain, and with that the rest decided 
they'd had enough. Almost before Laurie 
realized what had happened, the natives 
were in full flight across the desert. Ruby 
ran so fast that she tripped herself several 
times in the long folds of her robe. 

The remarkable part of the story is yet 
to come. Less than one hour after Tom 
chased the natives from his camp at Tan- 
ami, a group of aborigines went to the 
white police headquarters in Newcastle 
Waters, a desert community 300 miles 
away, and told the police that the one- 
eyed prospector, Tom Laurie, had been 
attacked by a party of Warramulla tribes- 
men. They even pinpointed the exact time 
and the place where the assault had oc- 
curred. Even more amazing was their ac- 
curate description of the events at the 
water vat preceding the attack. 

The intriguing question is—how did the 

(Continued on page 74) 
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aborigines at Newcastle Waters learn about 
Tom Laurie’s fight for his life at the Tan- 
ami mine, and how did they learn so quick- 
ly? There were no telegraph lines, no tele- 
phones, no means of -communication of 
any kind across the vast stretch of desert. 

Could it have been smoke signals? That 
was ruled out because to set up a chain 
of fires across 300 miles would require 
well over three hours’ time. 

Every scientist and anthropologist who 
studied the strange facts surrounding the 
attack at Tanami arrived at the same con- 
clusion—mental telepathy was the only an- 
swer. 

Now one question remains unanswered. 
Who sent the thought message across the 
desert? Was it Ruby? Or was it one of the 
aborigines who raced wildly out of Tom’s 
rifle range after the attempt to murder him 
had failed? 

Tom Laurie died in 1928, but before he 
passed on to look for that “gold mine in 
the sky,” he knew that his name would 
forever be linked with the strange phe- 
nomenon of mental telepathy. 






Youngstown, Ohio. Alone, as always. 

He said brusquely: “Middle-aged? You 
are daffy, sister. I’ve got a long way to go 
yet—I’m 24. And I’ve never had any com- 
plaints before now.” 

The girl propped herself on an elbow 
and surveyed him with amusement. He 
saw that she was nude. “You feeling 
okay? You must be kidding, giving me 
that jazz about being 24. Or maybe you're 
still high from those drinks at Tony’s. 
Why, you're 45 if you're a day, Pops!” 

He picked up a card on the night 
table. It said: “Good morning! The Friend- 
ly Haven Motel in Sacramento, California, 
welcomes you to its coffee shoppe for 
breakfast. Room service if desired.” 

Joe Curtis snorted. What the hell was 
this ad doing in Ohio, 2500 miles from 
California? He swung out of bed, groped 
for his slippers and glanced at his hands. 
They were veiny and ridged. Brown liver 
spots, the hallmarks of aging, had ap- 
peared on their backs. Funny, I’ve never 
noticed them before, he thought worriedly. 

As he stood up he became aware of a 
twinge in his back’ and arthritic pains in 
his joints. Curtis looked down at his body. 
I'm getting flabby, he told himself. What 
a pot! I wasn’t conscious of my stomach 
until now. 

His mind still seethed with anger at 
the girl who had twitted him about look- 
ing 45. A real crazy one, this kid! Where 

* did she get that stuff about age? His 25th 
birthday was still four months away. 

“I'm going to shower and shave. You 
get dressed and beat it,” he said crossly, 
going into the bathroom and slamming 
the door behind him.. 

There was a heavy silence, then a sud- 
den scream from the bathroom. It carried 
overtones of shock, disbelief and terror. 

The girl, just wiggling into her slip, 
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turned pale. “Hey, what’s the matter with 
you, Fred? Are you okay?” 

She pounded on the locked bathroom 
door ineffectually. Finally the door opened 
and the man emerged, shaking as if he 
had palsy. His eyes were glazed with 
disbelief and fear. His cheeks, hollow and 
unshaved, were stubbled with gray and 


pve him a death’s-head look, accentuated . 


y his bony skull, for he was quite bald. 
The fringe of gray-white hair above his 
ears was rumpled, for he had yanked fran- 
tically at his sparse locks Kee the first 
incredulous look in the bathroom mirror. 

“Either the world’s gone crazy or I 
have!” he said hoarsely. “I—I’m an old 
man according to the mirror. What is 
this, a gag on me, Joe Curtis? Who are 
you, sister? Who's playing tricks on me? 
What's the date?” 

The girl backed away in fright. “Why 
—it’s—it’s March 5, 1956.” 

At these words the man started raving 
like a lunatic, his arms flailing wildly. 
“It’s all a lie-a damned lie! You're just 
trying to frighten me. It’s February 17, 
1936, damn you! It’s 1936, understand? 
I'm no Rip Van Winkle who’s been asleep! 
I’m Joe Curtis!” 

He grabbed her by the bare shoulders 
and shook her until her teeth rattled and 
she moaned in fright. 

“You're balmy!” she gasped. “It’s 1956 
and you're Fred Bixby. You work in the 
office with me at the Shlocker luggage 
factory in Sacramento. Remember now? 
But I don’t care what you call yourself, 
Fred. Be Curtis if you want to; just let 
me out of here.” 

The police, summoned by the motel 
manager, had to put a strait jacket on 
the raving man before they could load 
him into a squad car which took him to 
the psychopathic ward of the city hospital. 
Finally—after he insisted in his violent 
babbling that he was Joe Curtis of Ohio 
and not Fred Bixby, who had been em- 
ployed at the luggage factory for sixteen 
years—the police telephoned the Youngs- 
town authorities for more information. 

The Ohio cops checked old newspaper 
files, high school yearbooks and early em- 


ployment records of Joe Curtis. At last a_ 


detective phoned back. ; 

“Yep, there was a Joe Curtis here in 
1936. He was hit over the head one night 
and robbed in his rooming house. The 
poor guy had amnesia after the blow. He 
seemed harmless enough but disappeared 
in July of that year, after wandering away 
from the sanitarium grounds.” 

Through handwriting comparisons, fing- 
erprints and dental comparison charts, the 
quivering and still hysterical 45-year-old 
Fred Bixby in California was definitely 
identified as Joseph Curtis, long missing 
and presumed dead. 

What had triggered his sudden memory 
recovery in the California motel room re- 
mains a mystery, though one psychiatrist 
said: “Unaccustomed sexual exertions may 
have jarred him into a realization of his 
true identity.” 

Police and doctors, digging deep into 
the story of Curtis-Bixby, say that his is 
one of the longest cases of true amnesia 
on record, 

To all intents and purposes Curtis was 
still 24 years old. It was before World 


War II. He thought the depression was 
on and that Franklin D. Roosevelt was in 
his first term as president. 

Now Curtis faced the pathetic task of 
picking up the threads of an existence 
which had been blotted out by a thief’s 
blow on the head two decades before. 


ULD amnesia happen to you? The 

answer is yes, for the disorder is no 
respecter of age, health, sex, education or 
station in life. It is a functional disturbance 
or loss of memory, partial or complete, 
sometimes termed “the shell shock of 
civilian life.” 

Often noted on the battlefield, where 
troops have witnessed more gore and death 
than they can bear to remember, the 
malady is described by one expert in this 
manner: 

“Tt is similar to shutting off the light 
in one room of the house of memory, 


- while the rest of the house remains bright 


and functioning. Only that part—or room 
—which has to do with one’s name, ad- 
dress, family and friends remains in total 
darkness. 

“Fortunately, most people regain their 
memories, though recovery time varies. 
But even twenty-four hours of not know- 
ing who you are is enough to give a man 
the screaming meemies.” 

Women comprise 42 per cent of all 
amnesia victims. 

One gay Saturday night in 1958, in a 
Chicago burlesque theater filled with 
boisterous male patrons, a _ statuesque 
stripper billed as “The Balloon Girl” (for 
obvious reasons), undulated onto the run- 
way and began to peel her gown, bra 
and stockings. She toyed suggestively with 
her G-string as the audience shouted en- 
couragement, 

The stripper called herself Jerry Keene 
and had been a more than competent 
burlesque beauty for two years. Thanks 
to her indolent sway of hips, plus mag- 
nificent breasts which had led to the “Bal- 
loon Girl” appellation, Jerry was earning 
$350 a week on the burlesque circuit. 

Tonight there were hoarse cries of: 
“Take it off!” as she gyrated slowly to 
the roll of drums. A beefy man yelled: 
“Hot diggity, that girl’s a born stripper!” 

Subsequent findings proved how very 
wrong he was. 

Suddenly the Balloon Girl faltered and 
turned a taut, frightened face to the audi- 
ence. The spotlight, through colored filters, 
made her painted features a mask of sur- 
prise, fear and despair. 

“Where am I?” she cried. “This must 
be a terrible joke!” She peered out into 
the dark theater. The puzzled musicians 
throttled down on the grind music. “What 
is this place? Who are all you. people out 
there? What am I doing here?” 

Glancing down, Jerry Keene quaked as 
she beheld her nudity, while guffaws and 
cheers erupted from the 800 males in the 
house. Her face became whiter than her 
powder and tears welled in her eyes, 
streaking her mascara. 

“Get me out of here, please!” she wailed 
to the stage manager. “I want to go back 
home, to my school, to the children in-my 
class. This must be a terrible dream.” 

They bundled her into a bathrobe and 
the manager summoned a physician. To 


the doctor the Balloon Girl blurted a 


strange story. Her name was not Jerry 

Keene. Mention of it failed to awaken 

even a glimmer of recognition. “I am 
' Grace Adkins,” she said. “I’m 22 years 

old and I teach school in Salem, Oregon. 

My heavens, Doctor, how did I get in 

this awful place? Something must have 

happened. I remember falling from a 

horse and hurting my head, but that 

seems like yesterday afternoon. Why am 

I here, doing things like this?” She pulled 

the robe around her body and wept. 

The physician called the Oregon police 
and came up with the missing segments of 
Grace Adkins’ life. Miss Adkins, a prim 
and proper schoolteacher, had fallen from 
her horse during a faculty picnic on 
August 26, 1955. She had lain in a hospital 
for ten days with a severe concussion. 

“Grace fad amnesia but we believed it 
to be temporary,” explained her famil 
doctor on the West Coast. “But she didnt 
regain her memory. She simply walked 
down the fire escape of the hospital and 
vanished. That was three years ago, sir!” 

Grace Adkins had never been to a 
burlesque theater in her life. Yet here she 
was in Chicago, billed’ as the Balloon 
Girl, known as Jerry Keene, and evidently 
enjoying her colorful life and many lovers. 

When she tried to get her old teaching 
job back, various school boards, learning 
of her strip-tease career, refused to take 
her request seriously. Many of the school 
principals and school board members 

‘would paw her and try to get her into 
a back room, “to question you further 
about your life as—er—the Balloon Girl, 
Miss Adkins.” 

Finally, driven by need, she returned to 
her life as Jerry Keene and became a 
stripper again. But her heart wasn’t in 
it. Grace Adkins was basically a teacher 
and a refined person. After being fired 
from many theaters and clubs because she. 
was indifferent and listless in her disrobing 
act, the unhappy girl killed herself in a 
Seattle hotel room with an overdose of 
sleeping pills. 

Her suicide note read: “I am living in a 
half-world fn which I have no real identity. 
Grace Adkins is no more and Jerry Keene, 
the Balloon Girl, is repulsive to me. It’s 
better to leave this way.” 


MNESIA can come from a variety of 
causes—mental or physical shock, ill- 
ness, a car accident, a blow on the head, 
blood infections, hardening of the arteries. 
Sometimes venereal disease in its ad- 
vanced stages will lead to memory loss. 
When Al Capone was in prison, the mob- 
ster, a paresis victim, lived whole months 
in which he remembered nothing of his 
bloody days in Chicago. 

“He thought he was a shepherd boy 
back in Sicily and would talk all night 
to those damned imaginary sheep in his 
cell,” a fellow inmate recalls. , 

This lapse of memory is called fugue, 
or flight from reality. People with a neu- 
rosis or an unwillingness to face hard 
facts may take refuge in it. Such a man 
was Thurston C. Fox, a young engineer 
from Dallas, who married a haughty girl 
from a rock-ribbed New England family. 

She was a nymphomaniac.. Fox refused 
to face the reality of it. He caught her 


with a milkman and forgave her. When 
he found an undressed sailor in her bed- 
room, he accepted her story that the gob 
was her cousin, just passing through town 
and stopping to freshen up. 

On December 3, 1951 Fox seemingly 
disappeared from the face of the earth. 


He left his home without clothes or mon- 


ey. An intensive nation-wide hunt for him 
failed to provide a clue as to his fate. 

The engineer was declaretl legally dead 
in 1958. His wife used his insurance mon- 
ey to finance a trip to Europe to search 
for new lovers. 

It was March 7, 1959 now. A crew of 
steel workers was on the verge of “top- 
ping off” a new San Francisco skyscraper 
whose metal bones rose 20 stories high. 
On the 19th floor Herman Seitz, wearing 
a plastic protective helmet and clutching 
his lunchbox, stopped work at. the noon 
whistle to eat his meal 500 feet above 
the busy street. : 

Seitz straddled a girder, unwrapped a 
ham sandwich, and nonchalantly ate it 
as he surveyed the ships in the harbor and 
the ant-like shoppers and clerks far, far 
below. It was unseasonably warm and 
he took off his helmet. 

“Look out below!” 

At the warning he looked up and was 
hit on the head by a screwdriver dropped 
by a workman above. The instrument 
glanced off his temple. He felt the blood 
trickle on his cheek. and gave a cry of 
horror as he looked—as if for the first 
time—at the street so far under his perch. 

“My God, what am I doing up here? 
Get me down, somebody! I'll fall—I’ll be 
killed!” he screamed. 

“Take it easy, Herm,” his. buddy, Bob 
Willis, said easily. “You’re an old hand 
at working the high steel. How come you 
panicked? Must be that hit on the head. 
You're dazed. I'll get you down, pal.” 

The injured man stared in bewilder- 
ment at Willis. “My name is Thurston 
Fox. My God, man, how did I get up 
here? Save me, please! I’m going to fall!” 

Creeping out along the girder, Willis 

tried to get a grip on the jittery work- 
man’s arms. Herman Seitz flailed wildly 
and knocked his would-be rescuer’s hands 
away. 
_ “I had to sit real still and get a fresh 
grip on that steel myself,” Willis shakily 
related later. “The guy was frantic. He 
teetered there. I tried to kid with him, 
to ease his fright. Just when I thought 
I had a headlock on him, Herm lost his 
balance and went over. I almost went 
with him.” 

The steel worker hurtled down into the 
traffic-clotted street hundreds of feet be- 
low, pinwheeling in midair, crashing 
bloodily onto the pavement. A bus ran 
over his remains. Blood and bones splat- 
tered the bus windshield, but Herman 
Seitz—or Thurston Fox—had died instantly 
upon striking the cement. 

A police department psychiatrist re- 
constructed the tragedy after a fingerprint 
check revealed the dead steel worker was 
indeed the long-missing engineer. 

Said the psychiatrist: “To blot out the 
memory of his devilish wife, Fox simply 
escaped into amnesia, or fugue, and walk- 
ed away from his problem. As the years 

(Continued on page 76) 
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passed the wanderer found a job in steel 
work, for his engineering background had 
drawn him to the construction trade. 

“As Herman Seitz the man was fear- 
less and competent. He worked on at 
least ten skyscrapers without showing a 
trace of nervousness. But the blow from 
the screwdriver restored his old identity 
in a flash, at the worst possible moment, 
while he was dangling into space on a 
girder 500 feet up. Little wonder that the 
poor devil, now Fox again, became ter- 
rified and lost his footing. Wouldn’t you?” 

Feigned loss of memory accounts for 
almost 90 per cent of the people who 
claim they have blanked out. 

One such phony victim was a Denver 
stockbroker who failed to report to work 
one day. A $1,000 reward was offered 
for knowledge of his whereabouts. His 
grieving family considered him dead, 
probably a murder victim. Six months 
later his wife was stunned to receive a 
phone call from her missing spouse. 

“I’m in New Orleans, dear. I must have 
lost my memory. But I regained it today 
while sitting in the park feeding pigeons. 
Please send me air fare home.’ 

Back in Denver, his friends and em- 
ployer hailed his miraculous recovery* and 
he was interviewed by the press. But how 
he got to New Orleans and lived for six 
months until his amnesia disappeared, re- 
mained a mystery. 

The mystery dissolved when his ex- 
secretary blew the whistle on the sheep- 
ish broker. He had failed, it seemed, to 
buy her a diamond ring as promised. 

“The guy’s a 14-karat faker,” she told 
reporters. “We ran away to New Orleans 
and took an apartment in the French 
Quarter. When our money ran out and 
he wouldn’t get a job, I came back to 
Denver. He wired his wife for money 
and came back, too. A real chiseler. Am- 
nesia, my foot!” 


DDLY, amnesia rarely strikes young- 

sters. But from age 23 and up, mem- 
ory loss affects some 40,000 Americans 
each year. If you are an excessive user 
of aspirin or barbiturates or other drugs, 
you may wake up to discover you can’t 
remember your own name or your wife, 
your kids, your occupation. It’s a real 
hairy sensation. 

Abstention from drugs for at least a 
week usually brings about partial memory 
recall, with total recovery soon after. 

The alcoholic who blacks out is a sit- 
ting duck for amnesia. He may drink to 


excess for twenty years, then suddenly | 


find himself disoriented and terror-strick- 
en, without the faintest notion of his own 
identity or past. 

Some diseases can produce aninesia. 
These include epilepsy, hysteria, melan- 
cholia, schizophrenia and other psychoses. 
But even if you are well-adjusted, am- 
nesia can overtake you if your anxiety 
threshold is below par. 

That’s what happened to one of Amer- 
ica’s most noted social workers and writ- 
ers — successful, middle-aged Raymond 
Robins, a close friend of President Hoov- 
er who was then in office. 

Robins, a stickler for punctuality, had 
an appointment with the President for 
luncheon at the White House on May 16, 
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1931. He never showed up. 

Since people just don’t forget lunch 
dates with the President of the United 
States, the police were notified, state high- 
way patrols were alerted, and the cit 
of Washington was fine-combed for the 
missing Dr. Robins. 

They all drew a blank. Says former 
Police Lieut. Edgar Smiley of the Dis- 
trict of Columbia force: 
damnedest blank I’ve seen in thirty years 
of police work. Here’s a prominent man, 
on top of the world, who vanishes—presto, 
like that. We checked every state and 
fourteen foreign countries, but Robins 
might never have existed, for all the luck 
we had.” 

Men who even vaguely resembled miss- 
ing Raymond Robins were roused from 


‘bed and hustled to police stations. Others 


were seized in clubs and stores and on 


the street if somebody said: “That could . 


be Robins!” 

It was all in vain. Robins was gone. 
People were sure he was dead. Gradual- 
ly newspaper headlines died down, the 
story was put on the inside pages, then 
stopped altogether. 

Six months later a Wilmington, North 
Carolina boy, lounging on the courthouse 
steps, saw a bearded prospector hike into 
town from the near-by hills. The stranger 
had a matted beard and was tattered, un- 
kempt and weary. 

The observant teenager had a keen 
memory; he thought the shabby man 
looked familiar. Hastening to the public 
library, the boy checked the back issues 
of newspapers and magazines. At last he 
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came to the stories and photographs of 
the mysterious Raymond Robins. 

“That’s the feller—the missing profes- 
sor!” he told the chief of police. “Go get 
him before he takes off again.” 

When the policeman approached the 
prospector, the man said politely: “Sorry, 
you must be mistaken, officer. My name 
is Ned Jones and I’ve been hunting gold 
and silver all my life. Robins? Can’t say 
I know anybody by that name.” 

The chief was persistent. “Come on, 
fellow, you're getting shaved, fed, and 
some clean clothes.” 

When the man was shorn of his foliage 
and pince-nez glasses were put on_ his 
nose, the chief looked at the photographs 
from his files and said in awe: “Call the 
White House, boys, and tell °em we have 
the missing luncheon guest. The soup 
may be cold but it’s Robins, sure as shoot- 
ing!” 

The self-styled prospector was placed 
under sedation in 2 hospital, given medical 
treatment, and gradually he came back 
to awareness. He spoke the names of his 
family and his professional colleagues. 
Then at last he exclaimed: 

“Yes, I remember now, I am Raymond 
Robins! It’s as if nothing happened, ex- 
cept that I had a long sleep. But what 
am I doing in North Carolina? And why 
did I say I was a prospector named Ned 
Jones?” 

Nobody knew. Half a year of a famous 
man’s life had been snipped away by the 
scissors of forgetfulness. 

Amnesia is like that. And it’s always 
hard to pick up the pieces. THE END 
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France. And, like many true Frenchmen, 
he was sick to death of the Eiffel Tower. 

One day he was contacted by officials 
from the Netherlands Government. They 
were prepared to offer any price, he was 
told, for any scrap iron he could let them 
have. Pierre smiled at this. Wasn’t France 
herself in desperate need of scrap iron, 
too, he reminded them. 

The words were hardly out of his mouth 
when he was struck with a fantastic plan. 
It was so outrageously impossible that it 
might just work. And the beauty was 
that it wasn’t even illegal. 

“No,” he mused, “we have little iron 
to spare. Except—” 

“YesP Yes?” the representative from the 
Netherlands pressed him eagerly. 

“No,” Pierre decided. “It would do you 
no good. You could never find a way 
to transport it.” 

“Transport what, Monsieur?” 

Pierre pointed out his window. “The 
Eiffel Tower,” he said. “It is scheduled 
to be torn down in a few months. But 
to haul away the scrap would be a mam- 
moth job. No, you could never even at- 
tempt it.” 

At first the official was skeptical. The 
tower had stood for over sixty years. It 
seemed impossible that it would sudden- 
ly be torn down. So Pierre showed him 
the official documents. And sure enough, 
they proved, without a doubt, that one 
year from the date on the papers the 
tower was to be demolished to improve 
the scenery of Paris. 

Playing his cards carefully, Pierre sug- 
gested that the Netherlands official get in 
touch with his superiors in Amsterdam. 
The price would be high, he warned. 

That night, after a fabulous dinner at 
Maxims, Pierre Emetenger and two rep- 
resentatives from the Netherlands sat 
down to business. Pierre requested a bonus 
of 10,000,000 francs for arranging the 
deal.. This seemed perfectly fair to the 
Dutchmen, who had been prepared to of- 
fer even more. Naturally, Pierre assured 
them, they didn’t have to pay him until 
they had made a complete survey of the 
structure, to be sure it was what they 
wanted. 

The next morning, in an official French 
Government Rolls Royce, Pierre picked up 
his honored guests and escorted them to 
the Champs de Mars. The visitors spent 
almost nine hours going over the tower, 
from top to bottom. They were amazed 
at the huge amount of metal contained 
‘in it. And the French asking price— 
200,000,000 francs—seemed fair indeed, 
even after counting in an extra 10,000,000 
francs for Pierre, their friendly go- 
between. 

Like the true host he was, Pierre took 
his guests out on the town. They enjoyed 
the fine food, fragrant wine and exquisite 
women of the City of Lights well into the 
dawn hours. Then, in one last exchange 

(Continued on page 78) 
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of good fellowship, Pierre was presented 
with a certified check for 10,000,000 
francs. Another check for 200,000,000 was 
dispatched by messenger to the President 
of the French Republic. 

It was two days more before the awful 
truth dawned on the visiting Dutchmen, 
when their check was returned with a 
curt note from the Secretary of the Paris 
Council. France had no intention what- 
soever of destroying her famous land- 
mark, he stated firmly. It would stand 
forever as a symbol of free Frenchmen 
everywhere. And, he did not add, of the 
tremendous buying power of the visiting 
tourist. 

Horrified, the Dutch envoys tried to 
stop payment on the check they had given 
to Pierre. But it was too late; he had 
already cashed it and was several hours 
out of the country on a fast plane. 


So now he’s in Mexico City, still in the 
shadow of an authentic, if somewhat 

smaller, Eiffel Tower. He has pyramided 
his 10,000,000 francs into a flourishing 
business. He has few worries. For one, 
as an official member of the Reconstruc- 
tion Committee, he had a perfect right to 
propose that the Eiffel Tower be sold 
as scrap to bolster the failing French 
economy. And that’s good enough for the 
French police; they have no desire to 
speak with Monsieur Ermetenger. 

As for the Netherlands, their payment 
to him was as a go-between. That Pierre 
failed to get them what they wanted is 
no basis for a fraud conviction. The same 
technicality that protects him from the 

' French Government stands between him 
and Dutch justice. 

The only people who are really mad 
at him are the legal departments of both 
countries because no one is sure exactly 
whom the Eiffel Tower belongs to now. 
If it should be torn down in fifteen or 
twenty years, no one can say for certain 
that the Dutch Government couldn’t show 
up and claim the scrap iron. After all, 
they did buy it, even if the money was 
returned, and under certain laws have a 
right to claim their purchase by offering 
the money back again. 

As for Pierre, he couldn’t care less. He’s 
got his own Eiffel Tower now. If you're 
in Mexico City, you ought to pay him 
a visit. His pernod is out of this world. 
THE END 





them the two girls now have twelve chil- 
dren, and both are drawing a handsome 
salary of sorts by collecting from Cali- 
fornia’s “Aid to Needy Children” act. 

In most states the problem of illegiti- 
mate children is settled more simply. The 
judge usually asks the girl who the father 
is, calls the lad in and tells him to get 
married—or else. 

Quite often the girl has no idea who 
the father might be. In this case, the 
judge remarks that there are a lot of 
eligible young bachelors around town and 
hints that all the girl has to do is pick 
the one she likes the most. 
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all of the car 


This, of course, will be denied on all 
sides. But, as usual, we are prepared to 
back up our claims with unassailable 
proof. 

A New York physician, with all of the 
tools of modern science at his command, 
recently proved that one in five “fathers” 
involved in paternity cases “could not 
have been the real father because of blood 
incompatibilities.” 

Dr. Leon N, Sussman, reporting that 
paternity lawsuits in New York City courts 
have increased almost 300 per cent during 
the past five years, noted that only one 
out of every ten men denied the charge 


-and stood trial. 


This is New York, remember, where 
there are more lawyers, legal aids and civil 
rights bureaus to protect the innocent than 
any other place in the world. Yet nine out 
of ten of the poor boobs charged in pa- 
ternity cases oe guilty, knowing that 

s are stacked in the wom- 
an’s favor. 

Even when a guy decides to fight the 
case, there’s only a fifty-fifty chance that 
he'll get away with it. About half the men 
are acquitted because blood tests rule 


' them out as the fathers. 


Dr. Sussman says that about one out 
of every five men who admits fathering an 
illegitimate child “could not have been 
the father,” but they never know it be- 
cause they don’t go to the trouble of 
having a blood test. 

These blood tests, according to Dr. 
Sussman, can definitely rule out a man 
as the father, but cannot determine who 
actually was the father. That is because 
a falsely accused man can have the same 
blood type as the father. 

The figures on the men who admitted 
paternity, but were not the actual fathers, 
came from a study of sixty-seven cases 
in which the court had already ruled. The 


' participants voluntarily agreed to have 


their blood tested. Six of the men were 
excluded as fathers and the 
probability was that six more also were 
not: fathers, according to the doctor. 

Based on this investigation, Dr. Suss- 
man estimated that of the 3,521 men who 
admitted paternity in cases tried in New 
York in 1957, about 700 poor saps were 
not the real fathers. The total number of 
cases that year was 3,941, an increase of 
250 per cent from the 1,474 in 1952. 

Dr. Sussman advocates that blood tests 
of mother, child and accused father should 
be ordered by the courts. He says they 
would prevent many cases from ever 
starting. 

Blood tests are admitted as final evi- 
dence in only thirteen states, however. In 
the rest it’s the girl’s word against the 
man’s, and you know who the judge be- 
lieves. 

In New York nearly 10 per cent of the 
760 women ordered to take blood tests 
flatly refused, which is pretty good proof 
that the men had been set up as patsies, 
forced into a marriage they didn’t want 
because some gal pointed a finger at them. 

The percentage figure is much higher 
in other states where scientific proof is 
not accepted. The reason these states don’t 
want to bother with blood tests and such 
is that they would have to help support 


scientific - 


the child unless a convenient daddy is 
found. 

In one celebrated case recently the judge 
didn’t have to look much further than 
the county jail to find the father. A gal 
had been locked up nearly a year when 
all of a sudden she began to gain weight 
at an alarming rate. 

The sheriff scratched his head, puzzled 
as could be. If she hadn’t been locked up 
so long he would have sworn she was 
going to have a baby. The food, which 
consisted of black-eyed peas and sow 
belly most of the time, wasn’t that good. 
In fact, most prisoners lost weight. 

Old eagle eye kept watching, and the 
gal kept getting heavier. Soon it was im- 
possible to hide the fact that she was 
pregnant. The county was up in arms 
about the scandal, and nothing would do 
but the sheriff had to select one of the 
jailers, his best friend in fact, to become 
the reluctant groom. 

Instead of marrying them in his chamb- 
ers, the county jugs performed the wed- 
ding in a cozy little jail cell. The happy 
couple didn’t have time for a honeymoon, 
though. The bridegroom was given a cell 
of his own for violating the jailhouse rules. 

The sheriff and the judge, who. found 
to their sorrow that you can’t legislate 
against sex even in a county jail, had only 
one real regret—that such a thing hap- 
pened during an election year. 

Nobody to this day is sure that the 
jailer was the real father, but somebody 
had to be found in a hurry in order to 
put a stop to the scandal. 

While this is an extreme case, it points 
up the fact that illegitimacy is fast becom- 
ing one of the nation’s gravest problems. 
Relaxed morals among teenagers and 
young adults have virtually resulted in 
free love. 


N some sections of New York City one 

baby in every six children born is il- 
legitimate. Sex has become so common- 
place and State support so easy to get, 
that some parents don’t even mind when 
their young daughters become pregnant. 

There are many reasons for the increase 
in the number of love children. One is 
public opinion. Years ago when a girl had 
a baby out of wedlock it was a terrible 
scandal. She was no better than a_pros- 
titute. Today public opinion no longer 
regards an illegitimate baby as a disgrace. 

Another reason for the increasing num- 
ber of children born out of wedlock lies 
in easy adoption, which permits girls to 
have children without the knowledge of 
parents or friends. 

Not too many years ago a girl really 
had to think twice about what was going 


‘to happen to her if she had a_ baby. 


Chances are she would be kicked out of 
the house as soon as her parents found 
she was pregnant. There was no one she 
could turn to, no way to support herself 
until the baby came, and no way she 
could take care of it after it arrived. 
Today the procedure is simple. The 
girl merely leaves town for a while, “to 
visit friends” or “to get a job.” Once she’s 
in a new setting she can pass herself off 
as a divorcee or a married woman whose . 
husband is in the service. She can work 
(Continued on page 80) 
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or get money from the State. Even if she 
knows who the father is, she might feel 
that she would rather have her indepen- 
dence. 

When her time comes, the girl has a 
number of choices. She can go to a State 
home for unwed mothers, where she will 
get the best of treatment until she has 

er baby. She can later keep it or put it 
up for adoption, as she chooses. 

In some cases, the girls even find they 
can make a little extra money on the 
deal by going to one of the homes spon- 
sored by those in the adoption racket. 
Here a girl is not only taken care of, but 
she receives from $500 to $1,000 for her 
baby, who is then turned over to a well- 
heeled couple anxious to have a child but 
not willing to wait for one from the regu- 
lated adoption agencies. 

Yet another reason for the increased 
number of illegitimate births in this coun- 
try is, strangely enough, the increased 
amount of sex education and the easy 
availability of birth contro] measures. 

Kids who think they know what it’s 
all about are often lulled into a sense of 
false security by using measures that are 
never really effective. Often girls are 
taken in by useless pregnancy pills and 
other such things which are passed off as 
foolproof. 

This increase in illegitimate births is 
_ not confined to the poorer, less fortunate 
girls,-who can’t afford expensive fees for 
abortions, as can the high-class college 
girls who every so often go into the hos- 
pital for “appendectomies.” 

One recent case to splatter over the 
front pages of the nation’s newspapers 
concerned a socially prominent Pough- 
keepsie, New York beauty who gave birth 
to a baby in a motel while on a roller 
skating party. 

The girl, who had won several beauty 
contests and had everything in the way 
of material things, concealed the  still- 
breathing child in a suitcase after it was 
born. Then she went back to her roller 
skating. ; 

Her horrified father discovered the re- 
mains of the infant over two months later 
in the family garage. At the time of her 
arraignment, one bystander said: “She 
walked through here like she was going 
to a tea party.” 

The records show that the increasing 
number of unwed mothers who either do 
not know who the father is, or do not 
care, will in all probability raise delinquent 
children. The fact is, the illegitimate child 
of today is likely to be the unwed mother 
of tomorrow. ‘ 

While Judge Gatto might have gone 
about things the wrong way when he 
ordered the California ladies to stop hav- 
ing children, there’s reason to suspect that 
he might be on the right track. Perhaps 
it’s high time that women who refuse to 
obey the moral laws be made to pay the 
full penalty for their actions. 

As this article shows, men are all too 
often the victims of greedy women, who 
have the choice of receiving State support 
or picking the innocent men they desire 
to’be their husbands. The only choice a 
man has is marriage or jail. It seems only 
fair that women should get the same 
treatment. THE END 


- 80 





in Liverpool during World War II. I was 
one of eight children. My mother was a 
drunkard and my father a meek man who 
could not cope with her. He could not 
keep her from drinking, and he could not 
protect us from the blind rages she got 
into when the liquor was in her. His poor 
wages as a factory worker were not enough 
to support the family, much less my moth- 
er’s liquor habit. When I was 6 years old 
he robbed a meat market and was sent 
to Winson Green prison, where he still 
remains. 

From that time on we were completely 
at my mother’s mercy. We hardly ever 
had a hot meal, sometimes nothing to eat 
at all. A strap hung next to the kitchen 
sink, to be used whenever we “got on her 
nerves,” as she called it. 

My brothers and sisters lived in terror 
of my mother. I hated her more than I 
feared her, and I hated my father as well 
for not standing up to her when he was 
at home. 

A day hardly ever went by without one 
or more of us getting the strap. The other 
children screamed in pain and terror when 
she whipped them. I gritted my teeth 
and refused to give her the satisfaction 
of so much as a sob. 

When I was 14 I had to leave school 
and go to work in a factory, sorting ma- 
chinery parts all day. Working next to 
me at the same bench was a girl named 
Margery, a couple of years older than me. 
Already she had died her hair red, and 
like me she lived for the day when she 
could get away from her smelly, crowded 
slum home and the deadly dull routine of 
the factory..She had a girl friend a year 
older who had gone “on the road” and 
was earning three to four pounds ($9 to 
$13) a week by making the nights less 
Ionely for the truckers. That seemed like 
a lot of money to Margery and me, and a 
much more exciting life than ours. Still, 
we held back for a time. We were fright- 
ened of making the big break, though we 
wouldn’t admit it even to ourselves. 

Then two things happened at almost the 
same time that pushed us over the brink. 
For one, Margery’s boy friend threw her 
over for a girl with natural red hair. Then, 
a couple of days later it was my 16th 
birthday. I wasn’t expecting a present 
from my mother since she'd never given 
me one before, but I did think she might 
at least be sober and treat me decent 
that day. Instead she was in one of her 
meanest moods. She started picking on 
my youngest brother for no reason at all, 
and when I defended him she gave me 
the strap. It was one of the worst whip- 
pings I'd ever had, but I still didn’t cry. 
I just made up my mind that she’d never 
give me another. 


The next Friday night Margery and I 


ran away. At quitting time we drew our 
pay envelopes and got on the same bus 
we always took home. But this time we 





got off at Lime Street and transferred to 
another bus that took us to a pull-in &bout 
a half-mile out of Liverpool. 

A pull-in is a place that caters to all 
the needs of truck drivers (except the one 
I was about.to start taking care of). Each 
one has a large parking lot for the trucks, 
a lunch counter,’ gas pumps and a bunk 
room. 

This one was crowded with trucks up 
from the south that night. Most of the 
drivers would eat at the pull-in, sleep: 
there, then drive into Liverpool when the 
factories opened in the morning. 

It was Margery’s idea that we come to 
this particular pull-in, even though it was 
one of the seediest around Liverpool. The 
thing is, most of the better pull-ins won't 
allow hussies to make pickups in them. 
The owners can spot that kind of girl as 
soon as she comes in. Those pull-ins spe- 
cialize in good food and tea and clean 
sleeping quarters. They don’t need girls to 
make them popular, and the drivers who 
go to them are generally respectable mar- 
ried men who aren't looking for any illicit 
excitement. ; 

The men who don’t like to sleep or 
drive alone go to the more run-down 
places. 

Prostitution is legal in England, of 
course, but soliciting isn’t, so an owner 
who doesn’t want pickup girls in his pull- 
in has no trouble keeping them out. 

There were a couple of dozen drivers 
in the place when Margery and I got 
there. I guess we looked rather green, and 
the men weren’t sure at first that we could 
be picked up. At any rate, none of them 
approached us right away and we weren't 
hardened enough yet to go up to them 
and make suggestions. 

We sat at the counter and had some 
tea, then started to play the pinball ma- 
chines that are standard equipment in all 
pull-ins. Just as I was finishing a game a 
man in his late 40’s beckoned me over to 
a table where he was sitting alone. I felt 


‘a kind of chill of fear, and at the same 


time a thrill ran down my spine. I walked 
over toward him, smiling and taking care 
to swing my hips as temptingly as I could. 

“What’s your name?” he asked, looking 
coldly into my eyes. 

I told him. 

“You're too young, kid,” he said gruffly. 
“Take a tip from me and go home to your 
mum and dad.” 

That suggestion, on top of the fact that 
he had rejected me, made me furious. I 
spun around on my heel and walked away 
from him, wriggling my backside violently 
to show him what he was missing. 


HE jukebox was playing a fast Amer- 
ican number, and on an impulse I 
grabbed Margery and started jitterbugging 
with her. Every few seconds I’d spin out 
away from her and twirl until my full 
skirt went up around my waist so the 
men could see my bare legs and panties. 
The wolf whistles soon started, and I 
could tell there were drivers who didn’t 
think I was too young, once I'd laid my 
cards on-the table. 
Sure enough, before long a husky young 
fellow of about 25 came over and cut in 
on Margery. We'd only danced a few 


steps when he asked: “Going south?” 

“Sure,” I murmured. 

He was driving through the night to 
London. As soon as I consented he said: 
“TLet’s go.” " 

He took me by the hand and led me 
out to his truck. I just had time to wave 
to Margery as I went through the door. 
I didn’t see her again for nearly six weeks. 

Once we were in the cab of the truck, 
rumbling through the dark night, I started 

_ feeling scared again. I should have ex- 
plained before that I was technically a 
virgin at this time. I wasn’t a prude by 
any means, and I’d done plenty of heavy 
petting with some of the ee at the fac- 
tory, but I’d never -gone all the way with 
a man. 

I was a little bit scared, but also anxious 
to get on with it. The man drove for about 
an hour without even speaking to me, ex- 
cept to caution me to slide forward in the 
seat and keep my head down so that I 
wouldn't be seen. All the drivers are under 
strict orders not to carry passengers. Wher 
they do they have to be very careful not 
to get caught. 

As we rode through the darkness the 
driver kept his eyes straight on the road, 
hardly even glancing at me. Finally I 
couldn’t stand the suspense any longer 
and I decided to make the first move. 
Gently I put my head in his lap and let 
out a little sigh. Then I ran my hand up 
under the cuff of his trousers and started 
brushing the coarse hair on the calf of his 
leg. 

“After a few seconds he drew in his 
breath sharply and I could feel a shudder 
run through his brawny body. Then he 
barked: “Not yet!” and pulled his ‘leg 
up to get my head off his lap. 

For the second time that night I had 
been put off by a man. I sat straight up 
on the seat and folded my arms across 
my chest, gritting my teeth like I would 
when my mother beat me. 

The driver reached over, put a big 
hand on my shoulder and pushed me 
down out of sight again. I rode that way 
for hours. We were on the outskirts of 
London when he finally pulled off into a 
pitch-dark lane. He killed the lights and 
the motor, then peered cautiously through 
the darkness to make sure nobody was 
around. He got out of the cab, came 
around to my side and opened the door. 
When I stood up he grabbed me roughly 
around the back of the knees with one 
arm and threw me over his shoulder. He 
walked briskly around to the back of the 
truck, opened the rear doors and sat me 
down on the ledge. Then he hopped into 


the truck, pulled me to my feet and closed _ 


the doors behind us. 

I reached up and put my arms around 
his neck to give him a kiss, but he had no 
time for that. Roughly his hands went to 
the zipper at my waist and I felt my skirt 
fall to the floor. Then he was tugging my 
sweater up over my head. Within seconds 
he had practically tom the underthings 
from my body. He was breathing hard 
now, and he took me like an animal. Then 
he stood up briskly, as if he were glad 


to have that out of the way. He left me | 


lying stunned on the floor, groping in the 
(Continued on page 82) 
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darkness for my clothes. ; 

A few minutes later he dropped me off 
at another pull-in on the outskirts of Lon- 
don. At dawn I was sitting there sadly 
at a tea-stained table, thinking that now 
I was officially a woman. I counted my 
money. I had most of my week’s wages 
from the factory, plus a pound note the 
driver had given me. 

I decided to give myself a treat, so I 
took a bus into North London and went 
to a movie. I didn’t pay any attention to 
the marquee, just went to the first one I 
found. It turned out to be a film about 
soldiers on a dangerous mission, driving 
trucks loaded with ammunition. Maybe 
that was meant as a warning to me, but 
if it was, it didn’t work. — 

I was bone-tired, and after watching 
the picture once I slept through the next 
two showings. That evening I took a bus 
out to Watling Street, where there are 
a lot of pull-ins for the trucks that go be- 
tween London and the industrial cities 
to the north, such as Birmingham and 
Manchester. The first place I went into 
was off limits, and the owner escorted me 
out in a hurry. I soon found a properly 
down-at-the-heels one, though, where a 
dozen or so other hussies were already on 
hand. Before long I’d made a contact and 
my career of vice on the highways was 
launched for good. 

Of course, I could write a book about 
the men I met and the things that hap- 
pened to me during the next three years. 
But there’s room in this article for only a 
few examples. 

It took me a while to learn about men. 
There were the men who ran the pull-ins, 
for instance. Most of them, I found, didn’t 
let the hussies hang around without asking 
for some kind of reward. In some cases, 
the girl simply had to pay double prices 
for her tea and her sandwich as a kind 
' of operating license fee. For the younger 
hussies like me, the charge would often 
be a trip to the back room, where we'd 
have to provide free what we sold to the 
truckers. 

Of course, I also had to learn about 
the truckers, who, after all, made up the 
bulk of my trade. 


NE lesson -I learned might seem 

amusing, though it was anything but 
that to me at the time. It happened at a 
pull-in south of Manchester about three 
weeks after I went on the road. I hadn’t 
been able to find a customer in the lunch- 
room so I went out into the parking lot, 
thinking I might be able to drum up some 
trade among the men who were tendin 
their trucks or taking naps. Finally I found 
a fellow about 30 who was cleaning his 
windshield in a remote corner of the lot. 

When I came up and tapped him on 
the shoulder, he gave me a quick glance 
and turned away. Then he looked back 
at me again and said: “Blimey, you're a 
young one now, aren't you?” 

I nodded and smiled at him, 

“Let’s get in the-cab,” he said. 

He boosted me up, then got in himself. 
It was a warm night and hed had the 
windows rolled down, but now he rolled 
them up. Then he looked at.me and laugh- 
ed nervously. 

“How old are you, anyhow?” he asked. 
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“Sixteen,” I told him. 

“Sixteen,” he said with a show of in- 
digniation. “Young girl like you ought to 
be ashamed of herself. What you need 
is a good smackin’.” 

Before I knew what was happening, 
he’d flipped me sideways across his knees 
and was pulling up my skirts. Then he 
started spanking me with his big hand. 
At first I thought he was just playing 
around and I giggled, but he kept on 
smacking me, and soon I felt real pain. 

“Let me up!” I yelled at him over my 
shoulder. “It hurts!” 

“Not just yet,” he said through clench- 
ed teeth. 

I tried to wriggle away from him, but 
his left hand rested firmly in the small 
of my back while his right kept smacking 
me. I was both sore and angry now, but 
as I'd done with my mother, I just gritted 
my teeth and refused to cry. I looked 
back again and saw that the driver was 
breathing hard and was red in the face. 
Probably from the hard work he was do- 
ing on me, I thought. 

Finally he seemed to relax and released 
his grip on me. I rolled over in his lap 
then, looked up at him and waited for 
his next move. It was as big a surprise 
as the last one. : 

With one motion he opened the door 
of the truck and pushed me out so hard 
I stumbled and almost fell to the ground. 
Then he started the engine, and I could 
see him, laughing as he drove off. I was 
left standing there, throwing every swear 
word I could think of at him as I tried 
to adjust my clothes. 

A few minutes later I walked back into 
the lunchroom, rubbing my bottom, and 
went over to a group of the older hussies 
and. told them what had happened. I ex- 
pected them to either laugh or sympathize 
with me, but instead they just listened 
calmly, as if I were telling them that the 
weather was warm or the tea was too ex- 
pensive. 

Finally, when I’d finished my story, one 
of them asked casually: “How much did 
you charge him?” 

“Why—nothing—” I stammered. 
didn’t—he didn’t—I mean—” 

With that they all broke into roars of 
laughter while I looked on completely puz- 
zled. Only later did one of them take me 
aside and explain that some men get their 
sexual thrills by spanking or whipping 

irls. 

“You should have charged him at least 
a quid (pound),” she said. 

“That’s really something,” I told her, 
shaking my head. “I’d like to have a quid 
for every time Ma took the strap to me!” 

That was only one of my lessons, of 
course. I had to learn other things. For 
instance, how much I could get from 
various customers according to how good- 
natured they were and what kind of at- 
tention they wanted. I learned which pull- 
ins offered the best customers. I learned 
the routes of some of the drivers so that 
I could make contact with the better ones 
whenever I had a chance to. Most im- 
portant, I learned to sleep in the cab of 
a truck, which, nine nights out of ten, was 
the only bed I had. 

Even as I learned these tricks of the 
trade and thereby made things a little 
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easier for myself, the novelty and _excite- 
ment started to wear off, and gradually I 
realized that I had a hard and a dirty life. 
But the longer I went on as a hussy, the 
deeper I got involved and the further away 
seemed the days when I was a poor but 
chaste factory girl. 

I guess I was getting to the end of my 
rope anyway that night I stood in the 
rain in the Midlands. I'd had an argument 
with a trucker I'd picked in Manchester. 
I thought the things he'd done ought to 
cost him at least two pounds. He wanted 
to give me only ten shillings. When I in- 
sisted that he meet my price, he slowed 
the truck to a creep, didn’t even stop it 
completely, and pushed me out onto the 
roadside before I could even grab my 
dress and coat. 

I stood there, drenched and chilled, for 
almost half an hour before a truck stopped 
and I was picked up by Bert, the man 
who will soon be my husband. 

I had come to think that I could never 
love any man. I think what made me 
change my mind was that he was the only 
one who was ever really kind and unselfish 
toward me. When he saw me there on the 
road he never asked me how I had gotten 
into that condition. And he never for a 
moment tried to take advantage of it. He 
just helped me into the cab, got a blanket 
down from the ledge behind him and 
wrapped it around me. He gave me a 
drink of whisky to warm me up and told 
me to go to sleep. ; 

Early that morning while I was still 
sleeping, he carried me into his mother’s 
little home in Birmingham and they put 
me to bed. I stayed there for two days 
until my chills went away. 

During that time they never asked me 
a question, just waited for me to tell what- 
ever I wanted to. I suppose I could have 
made up a story, but somehow I felt I 
had to tell them the truth. 

When I did, Bert didn’t seem too sur- 
prised. I think he had been’ half-expecting 
to hear what I told him. He didn’t con- 
done what I had done but he didn’t judge 
me for it, either. 

It was this basic kindness that made me 
want to give up my life of vice even be- 
fore Bert gave any indication that he 
might return my love. With his mother’s 
help I got a factory job, and now I’m 
doing the same thing I did in Liverpool 
before I went on the road, sorting machine 
parts. But now everything is different. In- 
stead of being bored and restless, I’m 
happy at my work, knowing that it’s help- 
ing to build a bright future for Bert and 
me. 

Above all, though, I have the feeling of 
being the luckiest woman in the world. 
A man like Bert is one in a million, and 
I shudder every time I think of what 
might have happened to me if he hadn't 
come along that rainy night when my life 
was at its lowest ebb. THE END 
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Now we had six men, two babes, a 
barrel of beer and a couple of cases of 
K-rations all piled in the jeep. There were 
four seats. 

One of the Russians had a vile-tasting 
bottle of vodka. He must have strained it 
through his socks. It would have been 
okay if he’d been contented to poison him- 
self with it, but he kept insisting we drink 
a slug every time we poured a round of 
beer. When Ivanho tried to explain we 
didn’t go for vodka, the Russian pulled 
out a pistol and pointed it at his head. 
Ivanho must have used the wrong accent. 
At any rate, we figured a mouth full of 
that paint remover was better than a bul- 
let in the head. Although, later, I had 
my doubts. My tooth enamel has never 
been the same since. 

We drove into the outskirts of Berlin 

singing a medly of “Meadowland” and 
“You Are My Sunshine.” There wasn’t 
much to see. The bombers had pretty: well 
flattened it and the Russians had shot up 
what was left. We came barreling around 
a corner of a row of ruined apartment 
houses and ploughed into a Russian truck 
heading toward us. There was a loud 
clang and we came to a sudden halt in a 
cloud of flying K-rations, beer suds and 
Russians. I was surprised to see the utili- 
tarian underwear they issue Russian 
WAC’s. Then my gal got off my chest 
_and I pulled myself up off the cobble- 
stones. 
. Our jeep was still right side up and 
didn’t seem too beat-up. It had a cracked 
windshield and a bent wire cutter, but 
the motor turned over as smoothly as 
ever. The Russian in: the truck was in 
worse shape. He couldn't get it started. 
We were trying to help him when another 
truck came around the corner and almost 
piled into us. A thousand guys with tom- 
my guns got down and stood around 
scowling at us. 

Pearson said: “Ten to five those little 
arm bands say ‘MP’ in Russian.” 

There was this ugly ape with steel 
teeth. He. was either an officer or a non- 
com. He wandered over and stood look- 
ing at the dented fender on the truck. 
Ivanho started talking to him but he didn’t 
seem to be getting anyplace. 

Pearson said: “Don’t tell me. He doesn’t 
speak Ukrainian either.” 

“Nah!” said Ivanho. “He’s some sort of 
Uzbeck. I can’t get across to him.” 

The sound of English made the gu 
look surprised. He said: “Amerikanski?” 
I said: “Da! Amerikanski!” ° 

The hell with Ivanho. I spoke as much 
Russian as he did. The big MP grinned 
and threw his arms around me. “Tovarisch! 
Tovarisch djin!” he thundered. 

I wondered how to tell him I wasn’t 
that kind of boy. The Russians must have 
told their MP’s to behave themselves. Or 
mabe Pravda hadn’t switched its line yet. 
Anyway, it looked like we were in solid. 
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Pearson said: “Tell him it was an acci- 
dent, Ive!” 

Ivanho pointed at the jeep and mutter- 
ed something about the wreck. The Rus- 
sian nodded wisely. He agreed it was a 
hell of a note and not our fault. He bark- 
ed an order and two of the tommy gunners 
dragged the poor slob out from behind 
the wheel of the Russian truck. Th 


pushed him over against the brick wall/ 


The guy just stood there, looking miser- 
able and cracking his knuckles, while the 
big MP gave him hell for wrecking our 
eep. 

I said: “Ive, tell him it wasn’t the guy’s 
fault, either.” 

Ivanho said something to the MP, and 
the big Russian said: “Da, Da, tovarischki.” 

He held up his hand. One of the tom: 
my gunners brought up his burp gun 
and cut loose on the driver. The guy did 
a little dance, like a puppet on a string, 
as the bullets chewed at his guts and 
pinned him to the brick wall. Then the 
firing stoped and he slumped down in a 
bloody pile. There was a cloud of red 
brick dust hanging in the air, and I felt 
kind of sick. 

The Russian MP turned and smiled at 
us. with his big iron teeth. “Is hokay?” he 
asked. He was proud of his English. 

We assured him of our undying aoe 
tude and got back in the jeep. We drove 
around both Russian vehicles, and Pearson 
said: “You know what? I’m sober.” 

I said: “So am I. What are we going 
to do about it?” 

“Find a place where we can get some- 
thing to drink.” 

The place was called the Femina. It 
was in the basement of a bombed-out 
building. It used to be a hangout for 
homosexuals. When we got there it was 
full of Russians. There’s very little choice. 

Somewhere along the line we'd lost our 
playmates. When those MP’s started smok- 
ing up the alley back at the wreck, the 
girls took off to powder their noses and 
we didn’t hang around to wait for them. 
We didn’t miss them. No sooner did we 
sit down in the night club and order 
drinks than we had company. 

Half the people in the Russian arm 
seemed to be women. I nodded to a chic 
with smoldering eyes and jet-black hair 
and she came over and sat down. There 
were only three chairs at our table so 
she’sat on my lap. I didn’t mind a bit. 

Her name was Olga and Ivanho couldn't 
speak to her, either. She was from Mos- 
cow. I said: “For Pete’s sake, Ive, don’t 
tell me they don’t speak Russian in Mos- 
cow.” 

“Sure they do,” he said, “but I speak 
Ukrainian. And not very good at that. Not 
many Russians dig Ukrainian.” 

It figured. We had a translator who 
couldn’t translate. Fortunately, Olga could 
speak German. Not any better than I 
could, but enough for the fundamental 
things in life. I asked her if she had a 
couple of friends. She said she’d see what 
she could do and took off. . 

I laughed at Ivanho and said: “Some 
Russian you are! You have to get a Scotch 
Kraut to ask for a date for you.” 

He grinned and said: “Well, hell, if 
only I could meet a nice Ukrainian girl.” 

Pearson said: “There aren't any nice 


Ukrainian girls, None of them can run 
faster than their boy friends.” 

Olga came back with two more broads. 
Pearson and I looked at each other and 
he whistled. “Jackpot!” 

He wasn’t kidding. It was too good to 
be true. All three of the girls were good- 
looking. They weren’t movie queens, but 
they were good-looking. Ask some ex- 
GI the chances of three buddies finding 
decent-looking heads on the same pass, 
and he'll tell you how seldom it happens. 
Someone always gets stuck with the fat 
one. But even the girl Olga brought for 
Ivanho was a doll. A little blonde with 
all her teeth. Pearson drew a well-stacked 
sergeant with a husky voice and bedroom 
eyes. 

The Kraut waiter, a limp-wristed lad, 
brought a round of bilious-looking drinks. 
They cost a buck a shot and consisted of 
licorice-flavored green soda pop, with a 
little alcohol lost in it somewhere. It was 
better than the turpentine-flavored vodka 
the Russians were passing around, but not 
much. 

We didn’t have to drink much. The 
lights went low and a couple of Krauts 
acme out on the little stage and started 
to dance. One of them was a creepy- 
looking guy in black tights and a tuxedo 
jacket. His partner was a fat blonde as 
naked as the day she was born. They were 
doing a sort of artistic dance to the strains 
of a one-piece orchestra. 

The dance was getting just a little dirty 
when. there was a commotion behind us 
and a drunken Russian soldier stood up 
and started shooting. We never figured 
if he didn’t like the act or if he’d gotten 
an advance copy of Pravda and hated 
capitalist warmongers. We tried to laugh 
the first couple of rounds off. They were 
kind of high and he seemed to be shooting 
at an imaginary airplane over our heads. 

Then he got the range and put a slug 
right through Pearson’s glass of green 
gunk. Glass and licorice goo spattered over 
us and the slug went on and took the Ger- 
man dancer in her fat thigh. 

Pearson. sighed and said: “Here we go 
again,” and drew his automatic. He shot 
the drunk between the eyes and the 45 
backflipped the Russian over a table and 
into the corner. 

I pulled out my heater and stood up. 
We started edging for the door. Nobody 
looked like they wanted to stop us. Then 
I felt something round and firm and fully 
packed in the small of my back. I turned 
around and looked at the Russian MP 
who was pointing a tommy gun at my 
middle. 

“Tovarisch,” I said. 

The Russian burp gun brigade backed 
us into the room. I said: “For Pete’s sake, 
Ivanho, you’d better be able to talk this 
s.o.b.’s dialect.” 

As it turned out, Olga did all the talk- 
ing. She started telling the MP’s how 
wed acted in self-defense and all that. 
It went over like a lead balloon. The head 
executioner. looked at Pearson as if he 
were debating whether it would be more 
fun to boil him in oil or roast him over 
a slow fire. I figured we’d be lucky if we 
spent the rest of our lives digging salt in 
Siberia. 

Then Olga said something short and 


sweet. Three words. They sounded kind 
of like letters. The Russian MP dropped 
the muzzle of his tommy gun and shrugged. 

We figured it was a good idea to quit 
while we were ahead. We steered the 
babes around the scowling guards and 
went outside. Behind us, a drunken chorus 
was singing “Meadowland.” 

We guessed it was about time we got 
back to our outfit, but Olga and her two 
friends invited us to a party. We didn’t 
have to have our arms twisted. 

It was some party! Just the six of us. 
Pearson’s babe had liberated quarters for 
herself in a German house, the whole 
house. If a Russian sergeant rated a house, 
what did a general rate? Man, there was 
no doubt in Berlin who'd won the war. 

I don’t have to go into details about 
the party, you readers being men of the 
world. We spent the night there and I 
don’t think we did anything that three 
other GI’s wouldn’t have done if they'd 
found themselves alone with a celler full 
of booze, eight feather beds and three 
well-stacked broads. On the other -hand, I 
can’t think of anything we didn’t do. Al- 
though Pearson’s sergeant was a little an- 
noyed when he suggested swapping at 
S in the morning. 

We drove back the next day after a 
very interesting breakfast—caviar on toast, 
washed down with Rhein wine and vodka. 
We'd driven maybe 40 miles before Ivanho 
said: “Hey, you know what? I bet those 
three dames were spies.” 

“Bright boy,” I said. “How'd you figure 
that?” eo) 
“Well, this Olga. Did you notice how 
she pulled rank on that MP? And how 
come a lousy. sergeant rates a mansion? 
That stuff we had for breakfast wasn’t 
loot. They don’t grow caviar in Germany.” 

Pearson’ grinned. “Ive, as soon as we 
get back to our lines I’m putting you in 
for T/5. The CIC could use a guy like 

ou. 

“But those dames were spies!” 

I laughed. “Sure they were. The MVD 
sent them all the way from Moscow to 
see if it was true what they say about 
American boys!” 

That’s how it went, all the way back 
to the division. When we got back Pearson 
threw the captain a sloppy salute and 
said: “Well, we went up as far as the 
Brandenberg Gate and nobody shot us.” 

The captain said: “Is that all you found 
out?” 

Pearson growled: “For Pete’s sake, Cap- 
tain, what’s to find out? The booze is 
terrible’ and the dames all have missing 
front teeth.” ; 

“Good God! That’s all?” 

“Roger. Over and out.” 

“Oh,” said Ivanho, “I wouldn’t say that.” 

The captain looked suddenly hopeful. 
He didn’t really think Ive knew anything, 
but he couldn’t tell HQ his scouts had 
reported only the address of the Femina. 
- So the next thing you know, the Uk- 
rainian lover boy is telling the old man 
about our dangerous brush with three, 
maybe six, MVD agents in skirts. Come to 
think of it, that gal Olga did say some- 
thing like three letters to that Russian 
MP. And I never managed to talk one 
of the s.o.b.’s out of looking at my pass. 

(Continued on page 86) 
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But the real gasser was when Ivanho 
tells the old man about how the blonde 
he was with told him the Russian Army 
had sent her all the way from Leningrad 
to pick up American GI’s and pump them. 

“My God!” said Pearson. “You finally 
found a Russian you could talk to?” 

“Nah, she was one of them damn Lat- 
vians. But she spoke English. Said they 
all had to learn it in spy school.” 

“She told you she was a spy?” 

“Yeah, sort of. That was right after I 
told her I was going to take her back to 
Hollywood with me and get her into pic- 
tures. It never fails.” 

“We're going down to see the colonel 
with this, Ivanho!” said the captain. “If 
this is on the level, I'm writing you up 
for a citation!” 

So the two of them took off in the 
captain’s jeep, with the captain driving. 
He was no fool. 

I sighed and said: “Gee, we were’ suck- 
ers. We fell right into the Russians’ trap!” 

Pearson grinned. “Some trap. Caviar, 
booze and babes, and all they found out 
is that we were trying to find out what 
they were trying to find out. I wonder 
what they'll make out of what I wrote on 
Natasha’s underpants with her lipstick.” 

“What was that, Pearson?” 


THE END 





thing, that Lesnevich’s face had taken a 
beating. His eyes were half-closed with 
swollen bruises, and his nose looked as 
shapeless as a Victoria plum which had 
fallen onto a concrete path. I was feeling 
better every round, but I still did not ex- 
pect to hear from Ted Broadbibb what I 
did in my corner after the 9th. ‘You're 
ahead on points now,’ he told me. ‘Just 
stick it out.’ Ahead on points? That was 
some difference from the 2nd round.” 

This account of the action through the 
9 rounds of this memorable battle, possibly 
one of the bloodiest since Tarawa, natur- 
ally must be sketchy because it was told 
by a man fighting on instinct alone, one 
who didn’t know precisely what he was 
doing at the time. 

For a more exact account, that of an 
eye witness to the carnage, we have the 
word of Frank Butler, ‘a boxing writer at 
the scene: 

“Lesnevich almost annihilated Mills in 
the 2nd round. Only a fighter as tough as 
Mills could have survived such a ham- 
mering. More remarkable was the fact 
that Mills the fighter came out for the 
3rd round, displaying skill the like of 
which we believed he had no knowledge. 
He began to outbox Lesnevich with short 
left jabs, and by the 5th round the Amer- 
ican champion looked a pitiful sight. His 
left eye was completely closed, blood 
dripped from his nose and mouth, and 
his legs were slowing down. The reason 
is that Mills had a complete blackout from 
the 2nd to the 9th and was automatically 
following the instructions Ted Broadbibb 
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was shouting from his corner. 

“At the end of the 9th round it looked: 
100-1 on Mills as Lesnevich walked slowly 
and sadly to his corner. After surviving 
the savage 2nd round, Mills must surely 
and inevitably win.” 

And from still another interested party 
to this primeval struggle we have the 
comment of Jack Solomons, the promoter: 

“This was the most savage fight I had 
ever seen. In fact, sometimes I am doubt- 
ful about being remembered as the man 
who promoted it. 

“Mills was battered almost senseless in 
the 2nd round, but by sheer guts alone he 
came back to break Lesnevich’s nose, pulp 
his left eye, and go ahead on points.” 

Jack Solomons, possibly the most flam- 
boyant promoter since “Tex” Rickard, goes 
on to describe the eventual ending of this 
brutal encounter. 

“A desperate, mashed-up, but still ice- 
cold Lesnevich packed his remaining 
strength into a jaw-cracking right hander 
that sent Mills sagging on the ropes in 
the 10th round. A following right put Mills 
down for 8. A third right tumbled the 
gallant Englishman for a third time. At 
this stage of the game referee Henderson 
intervened.” 

Controversy comparable to the Demp- 
sey-Tunney “long-count” still rages in the 
British Isles whenever this sudden and 
dramatic ending is brought up. In any 
English pub this subject can still quickly 
turn a friendly discussion into a_ bitter 
argument. 

Referee Henderson on this occasion, it 
seems, counted two over the reclining 
Mills after his third trip to the canvas, 
took an appraising look and gave it up 
as a bad chore, awarding to Lesnevich on 
a technical knockout. The joker in the 
deck was the fact that the round had only 
four seconds to run, and in any event the 
bell would have saved flattened Freddie 
before the last count could have been 
tolled. 

‘Henderson was summoned before the 
British Boxing Board of Control to ac- 
count for his actions. The opinion of box- 
ing officials was that the referee should 
have continued to count Mills, and was 
entitled to stop the fight only for the pro- 
tection of Mills if the British boxer had 
risen and was not capable of defending 
himself. , 

This school of thought believed that 
Mills had not taken as much punishment 
in this round as he had in the 2nd, when 
the referee might have been justified in 
halting the fight. And had Henderson con- 
tinued to count as was his duty, Freddie 
would have survived the round. Further- 
more, could Mills have survived the fatal 
10th at Harringay, he was almost certain 
to have defeated a half-blind Lesnevich, 
the victor, who had to be led to’ his corner 
at the fight’s end. 

In his own defense Eugene Henderson 
stated that he thought the whole question 
academic and at the time he felt he was 
saving Mills’ life rather than damaging 
his professional reputation. Then, after 
some deliberation, Henderson further stat- 
ed that “he was a referee, rather than a 
timekeeper.” After voicing such logic, 
Henderson promptly turned in his referee’s 
ticket. 


For all the millions of words which have 
been spoken, both at the time and since, 
the entry in Mills” record still goes down 
as follows: Lesnevich, KO by 10. On the 
other hand, Freddie Mills had certainly 
proved the worth of the old adage, “beaten 
but not disgraced.” i 

To understand the psychological im- © 
pact of this sporting event, to know the 
emotional climate which caused such a 
grave wound to the British national pride, 
one has only to study the train of events, 
the background of what went on before. 


RITISH heavyweight champions have 
been a breed of men apart, a select 
group, unique in the grand Anglican 
tradition. There was Reginald Meen, an 
Adonis of a man who looked and fought 
like a classic piece of Greek statuary. 
Reginald was seldom knocked out with 
less than: two punches. j 

There was Bombardier Billy Wells, 
whose ability to punch was exceeded only 
by his ability to hit the canvas with 
astonishing force. B.B. Wells went out 
in four and one against France’s Gorgeous 
Georges Carpentier. ; 

There was Joe Beckett, who even im- 
proved par for this course by going out in 
one and one against this same Orchid 
Man from the Paris Boulevards. 

There was a character named Petersen, 
who raised the white flag of surrender to 
Germany’s Walter Neusel three times. Of 
the three towels he threw, each was from 
a different prominent hotel. 

There was a beast of prey named Phil 
Scott, who boxed and punched like a 
dream and only swooned when solidly 
thumped, thus earning the nom de guerre, 
“Phainting Phil.” 

There were others, including Jack Doyle, 
the “Darlin’ Bye from Dublin,” the Irish 
lyric tenor whose love life paralleled that 
of Errol Flynn, and whose only fistic 
achievement of note was the night he put 
Kingfish Levinsky “in a transom,” and 
beat him so badly he had to have a 
“blood confusion.” 

Only Tommy Farr managed to remain 
upright and fierce against all comers. For 
this basic breach of tradition, Tommy is 
not revered and remembered with the 
same sharp nostalgia as ‘are the others. 

Conversely speaking, some English 
boxers of the lighter weights were terrible 
to behold. There was Jimmy Wilde, a man 
with the size and physique of an under- 
nourished jockey who, some say, hit hard 
enough to bag a bison. 

There was Jackie Kid Berg, the White- 
chapel Terror, who beat the late Tony 
Canzoneri except when the world’s light- 
weight championshin was on the line. 

There was Ted Kid Lewis, who plaved 
Mr. Gallagher to Jack Britton’s Mr. 
Sheehan with the world’s welterweight 
championship over a period of many years 
and some twenty title fights. 

Since the curly-haired, bulldog-faced 
Freddie Mills was never quite large enough 
to be a heavyweight, nor yet small enough 
to qualify. for the lighter divisions, it 
might logically be expected that his per- 
formance would fall somewhere between 
the two, and that his talents should be a 
smooth blending of both and contain an 
element of each. 


Such a supposition would be entirely 
correct. Though Freddie was too close to 
‘the British heavyweight picture ever to 
completely escape its erratic influence, on 
many occasions he was a genuine lion, 
much the same as the roaring red one 
which ran rampant on his blue ea robe. 

Just previous to the big postwar boxing 
boom in England, Freddie had a conver- 
sation with Jack Dempsey, at which time 
the Manassa Mauler advised Mills to “for- 
get about the big boys as he had no 
chance at the heavyweight title,” and to 
concentrate on Be ighi esos where “it 
was possible he could gain world rank.” 

To analyze what made the Bournemouth 
battler a real fighter in a land best known 
for its  classically-proportioned heavy- 
weight buffoons; an iron man among idols 
with feet of clay; one has but to study 
the Spartan regimen which made Mills a 
unique British phenomenon. 

“I quit school when I was 14,” says 
Freddie. “I earned a pound a week de- 
livering milk. My brother Charley was 
five years older and a good amateur boxer. 
We used to have a go at it in the back 
yard. Later I won several amateur trophies 
myself. At 16 I turned pro. My mother was 
dead-set against it, but my father reason- 
ed that I was old enough to know my 
own mind. He thought that after a few 
good cuffings I'd gain some common 
sense and be ready to settle down to 
the milk route for good.” ; 

Shortly after his first professional fight 
Mills signed with the Chipperfield boxing 
booths, mainly because it was “the best 


ae to gain experience.” The boxing 
oth, an English device, is-a rough mode 
of existence, especially for a 16-year-old 
boy. Fifteen to twenty rounds of boxing a 
day are more the rule than the exception 
here. The experience angle, however, can- 
not be overlooked. It was in the booths 
that such fighters like Tommy Farr and 
Randy Turpin learned their trade. 

King of the Chipperfield booths was the 
very rugged citizen Gypsy Daniels, who as 
a Welsh cruiserweight had knocked out 
the redoubtable Max Schmeling in one. 
From Gypsy Daniels young Fred received 
plenty of fatherly advice, untold ring lore 
and a tin, or cauliflower, left ear. 

Speaking with a touch of nostalgia, 
Freddie states: “I fought in the booths for 
nearly four years. Both for Chipperfields 
and for Sammy McKeown—all for a wage 
of two pounds ten a week. Plus, of course, 
anything the audience might see fit to 
toss in afterward. It was really something 
to watch, the fighters and referee on hands 
and knees scooping it up. Particularly if 
we hadn’t bothered to remove the gloves. 


“I roomed with Gypsy Daniels for a . 


while. When we hadn’t a room, we some- 
times slept under the ring. Even with the 
meager pay, I was still able to send home 
money to Mother most every week.” 

This might explain why Freddie Mills, 
graduate of a game not particularly noted 
for the lasting good fortune of its per- 
formers, still has a good portion of the 
60,000 pounds sterling he earned by his 
fistic efforts in the years immediately fol- 
lowing the war. 


It was in 1940 and 1941, while acting 
as a physical training instructor for the 
RAF that Freddie first attained promin- 
ence. His best wins were those scored over 
Tom Reddington; Jack London, a hardy 
perennial among British heavies, whose son 
Brian is best remembered for his 12-round 
stand against Floyd Patterson (or perhaps 
best unremembered is the correct EAS oe 
also a nontitle victory over Empire mid- 
dleweight champ Jock McAvoy. 

About this time Freddie parted amicabl 
with his first manager and signed with 
Ted Broadbibb, who guided Tommy Farr 
in all his big-money fights both Stateside 
and in England. i 

The encounters which brought Mills to 
the fore in 1942 as an international boxing 
figure were two smashers with Jock Mc- 
Avoy and Len Harvey, both well-regarded 
in world boxing circlés. Mills made shrift 
of both, kayoing them in short order—Len 
Harvey for the British and Empire cruiser- 
weight or light-heavy belt. In this fight 
Mills stole a page from the script, of Louis 
Angel Firpo when he put Harvey out 
among the ringside pews. 


N 1944 Freddie Mills tried for the 
British heavyweight title. He lost on © 

points to the same Jack London whom 
he had previously beaten decisively. 

Mills then did a stint with the RAF 
in Burma and India, which he found much 
rougher than the boxing booths had ever 
been. It was here he contracted malaria, 
a malady which would plague him 

(Continued on page 88) 
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throughout the rest of his career. 

Less than a month after the Lesnevich 
shellacking in 1946, Mills was raring to 
go against Bruce Woodcock, later known 
in some quarters as the Mutilated Lion of 
West Riding, but at the time a brilliant 
young heavyweight prospect. This show, 
though it undoubtedly scooped all the 
loose bank notes left over from the Mills- 
Lesnevich encounter, was something in 
the nature of a consolation prize. 

Woodcock was fresh from being belted 
out in 5 by Tami Mauriello, and Mills 
still had bells ringing in his head from 
the Lesnevich thumping. In this all-British 
natural Mills gave away much weight, 
dealt out heavy punishment, cut Bruce 
severely, but was outboxed and outvoted 
by the referee after 12 hard rounds. 

Both the Mills-Lesnevich and Mills- 
Woodcock extravaganzas were promoted 
by one of England’s most fabulous char- 
acters, Jack Solomons, an impressario in 
the grand tradition of Jeff Dickson and 
Tex Rickard. His methods are not to be 
confused with those employed by Uncle 
Mike Jacobs, the sage of Jacobs Beach and 
the world’s most successful ticket butcher. 

Whereas Mike Jacobs had most of the 
world’s best professional talent sewed up 
with exclusive contracts and often empty 
seats in the house, Jack Solomons had 
only two big attractions—Freddie Mills 
and Bruce Woodcock. By adroit manipu- 
lation and smart publicity, Jack Solomons 
hung the SRO sign on most of the shows 
he promoted. 

Solomons also had the temerity to chal- 
lenge Mike Jacobs’ God-given right to 
promote heavyweight title fights, an epic 
struggle which was unresolved at the time 
of Jacobs’ retirement and was finally end- 
ed only when Lee Savold, Solomons’ 
nominee for titular honors, was complete- 
ly destroyed by an overaged Joe Louis in 
5 


In November 1946 Solomons signed 
Joe Baksi—ex-coal miner, ex-circus strong 
man, ex-bum, and the exclusive property 
of Nate Wolfson and Whitey Bimstein of 
New York City—to head one of his all- 
star cards. Fighting in London, Solomons 
could offer Wolfson and Bimstein the 
choice of only two opponerts—Mills and 
Woodcock. 

As the opening gambit for his winter 
season, Solomons finally settled on Mills, 
with Woodcock waiting and available 
should an encore be necessary. 

What Joe Baksi did to Freddie Mills 
-shouldn’t have happened to a nice guy 
which Mills is, or to a good light-heavy 
which Mills was. Suffering extensive fa- 
cial cuts, numerous contusions and a cer- 
tain numbness of the arches where the 
220-pound Baksi had repeatedly stepped 
on his feet, Mills was forced to adjourn to 
the first-aid station at the end of 6. 

Finding a diet of heavyweights a bit 
too rich, Freddie petitioned Solomons for 
competition in his own weight. If there 
was one thing Freddie Mills could do, it 
was handle European opposition of this 
type. 

Mills got out of a sick bed the day of 
the fight to KO Willie Quentinmeyer, the 
Dutch champion, in one. He survived a 
recurrent attack of malaria in time to 
swallow Enrico Bertola, the Italian champ, 
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in 5. This is the same Enrico Bertola who 
was later killed in a USS. rin 

Mills next tried Floyd Marshall, a gen- 
tleman of color from Cleveland, O. and 
Sacramento, Calif. The site was Harringay, 
and this was the same Floyd Marshall 
who once stopped Ezzard Charles, but 
was now considered washed-up, a ‘push- 
over, a steppingstone for a return go with 
Lesnevich. 

The only one who begged to differ with 
this consensus of opinion was Mr. Mar- 
shall himself. Oddly enough, against 
Marshall Mills took the full count sitting 
down, looking at the blood which dripped 
from his nose and onto his glove, seem- 
ingly oblivious of the referee counting him 
out. 

For the true word on this occurrence we 
once again turn to Frank Butler, who has 
been known as an excellent chronologist 
of English boxing: 

“The verdict of an unbiased jury of 
10,000 fight fans was that Mills was finish- 
ed as a world title contender. Those pun- 
ishing fights with Lesnevich, Woodcock 
and Baksi had taken their toll, and the 
only path left for Mills was the hard and 
crowded road of forgotten fighters. 

“But there was a story behind it. Mills 
was not fit and not happy.: He had had 
words with Ted Broadbibb. There were 
more words after the fight, and Mills 
threatened to quit the game that had 
brought him a fair-sized bank roll.” 

The next day Mills told Butler: “I am 
so ashamed of my performance against 
Marshall that I intend to spend the next 
three months thinking over whether I 
should get out of the fight game before 
Tm a punching bag.” 

So Mills went into the country and 
tried to forget. Working on the Cam- 
bridgeshire farm and the blacksmith’s 
forge owned by the father of Eric Boon, 
former British lightweight champion, he 
began to get back in good health, mentally 
and physically. In September, 1947 he 
appealed against the “death sentence” of 
the fight fans who had witnessed the 
Marshall debacle by beginning his come- 
back. 

Nowhere is the fine hand of Jack Solo- 
mons more evident than in the manipula- 
tions which moved Freddie Mills’ come- 
back. First, Jack chose some rare and 
exotic types from the European scene— 
colorful but not too dangerous. The dis- 
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cernment of King Solomons on this occa- 
sion was remarkable. 

The following were Mills opponents: 
Pol Goffaux of Belgium for the European 
cruiserweight title. Stephan Olek, a guar- 
anteed stayer from France. Paco Bueno, . 
the Spanish heavy champion, reputed to 
be a fearsome puncher. Ken Shaw, a ship- 
yard worker from Scotland. 

Mills stopped them all except Olek. 
Olek, who had a chin like a rock, went 
the distance but took a solid beating for 
his pains. 

The comeback in high gear, Solomons 
next went to America, ostensibly to take 
in the second Walcott-Louis minuet. The 
real purpose of his visit was to rescue Gus 
Lesnevich from the protective custody of 
Uncle Mike Jacobs. There’s no record that 
Gus or his manager, Joe Vella, protested, 
since this transaction included a_first- 
class trip on the Queen Mary, plus a hefty 
packet of pounds. 

It has always been Gustav's claim that 
he made more in his two battles with 
Mills under the Solomons banner than he 
did in his entire American career. 

The second Mills-Lesnevich battle took 
place at White City Stadium, London on 
June 26, 1948, the eve of the Olympic 
games held at near-by Wembley. Few in 
the crowd of 46,000 fans conceded Mills 
a celluloid bulldog’s chance in hell against 
the stiff-punching Lesnevich. 

Perhaps Gus underestimated Mills, 
though how this could be true after their 
first meeting would be hard to understand. 
Mills, remembering the lightning-like right- 
hand counters of the first engagement, re- 
lates that he made up his mind to stop 
no more of them with his chin than he 
could possibly avoid. By the simple ex- 
pedient of squatting slightly when he saw 
one of them coming, Mills did manage to 
keep from getting hit on the chin for the 
full 15 rounds. Most of them hit him either 
on the forehead or bounced off the top 
of his head. 

“It hurt to even comb my hair for a 
week afterward,” Freddie later owned up. 

Undismayed by the disasterous 2nd and 
10th rounds of their first fight, Mills cool- 
ly formulated a startling battle plan. Gus 
would figure him to take it easy in the 
opening round as he had in the first fight. 
Gus would expect him to be gun-shy and 
to -box defensively. Lesnevich wouldn't be 
worrying about the 10th because he didn’t 
expect Mills to be around that long. 

Mills proved both Gus and 46,000 cash 
customers wrong. Getting off fast and 
scoring heavily in thé opening canto, he 
gashed Gus’ right eye so badly that it took 
all of 4 rounds to tidy up the cut. 

Boxing effectively if not brilliantly, Mills 
was slightly ahead when he faced the 
psychological barrier of the 10th round. In 
this three-minute period he sprang the 
surprise of the evening by knocking Les- 
nevich down twice for 9 counts and hav- 
ing him all but hung out to dry at the 
bell. 

Now to the consternation and anger of 
the 46,000 who hooted and jeered, both 
fighters slowed down in the last 5 rounds 
to a waltz. Their jibes and jeers bothered 
Mills not at all. They were merely spec- 
tators safe from harm’s way in the stands. 
The fight itself was a real entity, his to 


win or lose as fate saw fit. 

Mills boxed effectively. At the end of 
15 the boos turned to cheers as Frederick 
Percival Mills’ hand was raised and he 
became, in fact, the only Englishman 
since Ruby Robert Fitzsimmons (a Briton 
by right of birth though he lived most 
of his life in Australia) to win the light- 
heavyweight Popes of the world. 

In the final reckoning it must be ad- 
mitted that the career of Freddie Mills 
practically ended with his startling re- 
versal of form against Lesnevich. He won 
only one more fight, against Johnny Ralph 
in South Africa. 

Mills’ win over Lesnevich is all the 
more surprising when one considers that 
this is the same Lesnevich who twice lost 
hairline verdicts to Billy Conn before the 
war, and who at the time of his end as 
light-heavy champ was far from through, 
having twice kayoed Tami Mauriello. 

In 1950 Mills signed for a fight with 
Guiseppe Beradanelli, known _profession- 
ally as Joey Maxim. In this first title de- 
fense by Mills, his opponent performed 
oral surgery without benefit of anaesthetic, 
removing several of Mills’ teeth, one at a 
time, before knocking him out, once again 
in the fatal 10th. 

Getting knocked out by the power-puff- 
punching Joey Maxim was the final deg- 
radation, a real stunner which saw Jack 
Kearns making extravagant claims for the 
power of his protege. To the more cynical, 
it only proved that what goes up must 
come down; or that water, dropping often 
enough on a stone, will wear it out. 

The whole thing can probably best be 
explained by the law of the softening 
mandible (jawbone), as expounded b 
John Lardner at the time of Lou Nova’s 
fall from grace as the world’s most durable 


heavyweight catcher because he had 
stopped too many. 
Says Mills: “Things never were the 


same after the first Lesnevich fight. I used 
to have nightmares about taking those 
right-hand punches. Also the left hooks. 
Some of them were real blockbusters, you 
know.” , 

Today Freddie Mills occupies much the 
same position in England that Jack Demp- 
sey does here. Millions of people will never 
forget the days he reigned as champ. 

Freddie now divides his time between 
movie and TV appearances, managing his 
Charing Cross Chinese restaurant—one of 
London’s largest—and writing sports com- 
ment for a London daily newspaper. 

Though he was well known in victory, 
perhaps Mills will be best remembered in 
defeat; and the words of Peter Wilson, 
England’s best known sports writer, are 
his most fitting epitaph: 

“The scene of the 2nd round, Mills 
versus Lesnevich in 1946, is etched in tech- 
nicolor in the library of my mind. Freddie’s 
description of it is quite accurate, but it 
is not a complete picture for it omits the 
essential quality which gave depth and 
significant form to what could otherwise 
have been a piece of ugly butchery. That 
essential quality was the flaming courage 
which transformed a barrel-chested bruiser 
into a brave man determined not to dis- 
grace his country or let founder the wilt- 
ing hopes of his countrymen.” 

THE END 
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thirsty, and hunger was a constant pain. 

The fresh water in the lifeboat had 
given out at the end of the first week 
of his ordeal. At night he would lie sprad- 
dled in the bottom of the craft—oarless 
now—and open his mouth when snow fell, 
licking the drops and savoring the wetness. 

“Where are you people? Don’t leave 
me, for God’s sake! I’m right here. I’m 
Joe Groves. I need you, whoever you are!” 

For a moment he got panicky; there 
was just silence, broken only by the shift- 
ing and cracking of the ice floes. Had the 
voices been a delusion? Had his rescuers 
gone away? 

But soon he heard young, feminine 
voices closer now, and the rhythmic dip 
of a paddle in the water. 

“Do not be afraid, kratouna. We are 
here. Just put your hand out—this way— 
so! Grab this!” 

Desperate, groping, the American thrust 
out a stiff mittened hand. Something 
brushed his swollen fingers and missed. 
He fumbled. The girls made another pass 
with a pole. He seized it, felt the two 
boats bump together. Joe Groves cackled 
like an hysterical woman at this first hu- 
man contact in two weeks. 

My God, just let me get my eyes open, 
let them focus on something. Damn this 
snow blindness! I want to see these peo- 

le... 
. Now strong arms lifted him from the 
lifeboat which was lashed to the other 
craft. Groves felt a girl’s breath on his face, 
the slightly rancid odor of reindeer fat on 
her hands, and then his head was cradled 
on a breast. 

“Iglavik, you massage the kratouna’s 
legs,” said the girl who held him in her 
arms. She had an authoritative note in her 
voice. 

“Manvaruk, you will row. We must 
hurry. White men like this one die easily 
in our weather. You may enjoy him when 
he is warm, well-fed and has his strength 
back. He is an able man, feel his arms. 
Kudlunga—wonderful!” 

There was a quick exchange of . words 
among the girls. Then he heard the plop- 
plop of oars in the water. Groves sighed 
with relief. The blindness was lifting; he 
made out a girl’s face close to his own. 

It was an attractive face, surprisingly 
light in hue, delicately-featured; not the 
usual dark and Mongol appearance of 
most Eskimo women. He remembered 
some of the things Billy Ong had told 
him of Eskimo life and customs during the 
long weeks in February, 1943 as their con- 
voy had snaked across the Atlantic at a 
tedious 8 knots from Halifax to Mur- 
mansk. 

“I once heard my grandfather, who was 
of the Muckik tribe, speak of another 
people whose members had pale faces like 

our own, Joe. Though Eskimos, they 
looked like Europeans or Americans; their 
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women were fair of skin and sometimes 
even blonde.” é 

“A blonde Eskimo?” Groves had mar- 
veled. “Never heard of one.” 

Now the words of Specs Watson, the 
scholarly mate of the Marwinda, came 
back to Groves as the three Eskimo girls 
fussed over him in their bobbing oomiak, 
a boat with walrus skin sides. ‘ 

“There were Norsemen who visited the 
Arctic Circle over 900 years ago,” Specs 
had told him. “It’s presumed that these 
Viking warriors remained. on a remote 
island and had children with Eskimo 
women. Through the centuries explorers 
and scholars have speculated about a 
tribe of light-complexioned Eskimos with 
Nordic features, though nobody had any 
drawings or photographs of such people.” 

Joe Groves had been mildly interested. 
“Didn’t anybody look for the tribe?” 

The mate dipped into his memory which 
was a grab bag of assorted facts and sta- 
tistics. “Let’s see now . . . Yes, just before 
war broke out—it was in 1938—a Danish 
expedition headed by Dr. Niels Walberg 
of Thorvaldsen University set out in the 
regions north of Franz Josef Land to look 
for the tribe. Nothing was heard of Wal- 
berg again. That’s pretty rugged country 
for Europeans.” : 

The words were sharply etched now in 
Groves’ mind as he huddled closer to his 
rescuer’s breast. 

As his snow blindness lifted the res- 
cued man studied the three young women 
in the oumiak. They were virtually white. 
Their features were well-modeled, they 
had aquiline noses, and from under the 
parka of the one who cradled him in her 
arms protruded a strand of blonde hair. 

Only a slight olive tinge to their soft 
flesh betrayed their partial Eskimo origin. 
Groves wondered if he had come upon 
the very tribe which expeditions had 
sought in vain. 

The girl holding him looked down at 
him. “You—want to get warm?” she asked 
haltingly. “I am Timersit. Come, I shall 
take off your kamiks’—she pointed to his 
iced boots—“and shall chase the bad 
spirits from your cold feet.” 

Timersit rapped out a sharp command 
to the girl called Iglavik. Working with 
deft fingers, Iglavik—in whose eyes a 
peculiar glaze appeared whenever she 
looked hungrily at Groves—untied _ his 
boots and snipped through the stiff leather 
with a walrus knife. The rotting leather 
fell apart and the pressure on his pain- 
fully-swollen feet was immediately re- 
lieved. 

He winced as his blue-white, enormous 
peeling toes were exposed to the gaze of 
the women. But Iglavik blew on them 
tenderly until Timersit shoved her aside 
roughly and said angrily: “I am the one 
who leads here! It is I who will relieve 
the cold fire and expel the demons from 
the kratouna’s poor feet.” 

Matter-of-factly she tugged at her deer- 
hide pantaloons, pulled them down a bit 
and exposed a patch of bare stomach. 
Now she raised her beautifully-dyed 
lootevik, a rough shirt made from seal- 
skin, and more stomach was exposed, as 
well as the underside of her generously- 
proportioned breasts. 


“Chimo —chimo—come to me!” she 


crooned. “Put your cold feet on my warm 
stomach, kratouna. Do not be afraid. No 
man has yet died from this treatment.” 
The other girls giggled at this sally from 
their leader. 

Feeling embarrassed, Joe hung -back. It 
didn’t seem right to place his big frozen 
feet with their blackened and ‘rost- 
cracked nails on this girl’s lovely flat 
stomach, 

“This man is modest and _ retiring,” 
Timersit announced. “I like such a quality 
in a male. It means he is strong, filled 
fate strength and power we can draw from 

im. 

Now Timersit grabbed his swollen, 
throbbing feet and pressed them to her 
own flesh. After a while her body warmth 
began to permeate them. Groves lost his 
feeling of shame; the physical contact’ felt 
good. 

Hungry as he was, half-frozen and just 
out of a coma, he felt the first dim stir of 
physical desire. The shipwrecked man 
smiled wryly. Wasn’t this the damnedest 
way to start to want a girl—with the wom- 
an cradling his big feet against her, croon- 
ing in a strange tongue and beginning to 
show evidence of her own female instincts 
in her slightly slanted eyes? 

Groves mentally ticked off how long it 
had been since he’d seen a woman. What 
day was this ? Tuesday—Friday? He’d lost 
count; one day in the lifeboat was much 
like another. 

His last girl had been in Halifax the 
night before the convoy slipped out of the 
busy Nova Scotian harbor. The girl had 
been a cute trick, a barmaid. He'd given 
her six Canadian dollars and two pairs 
of nylons. 

All during the long and hazardous sea 
voyage he had remembered her. When 
the interminable drills were held, when 
they had occasionally sighted a great black 
Fokker bomber far off like a waiting bird 
of prey, Joe had felt a spasm of fear and 
had desperately turned his mind from war 
to thoughts of women. 

Memories of the Halifax barmaid and 
others had helped him keep down his 
anxiety, especially when the alerts sounded 
on the Marwinda, and the escorting cor- 
vettes and destroyers raced around like 
excited beagles, trying to sniff out the 
German subs lurking near by. 

Joe sighed. I won’t have to think of 
that Halifax chippy any more! These fair- 
skinned Eskimos go for me just because 
I’m Joe Groves, a man—not for my dollars, 
my nylons, or my Spam. 

He felt good, and safe. The warmth 
from Timersit’s body was coursing up 
through his legs. : 

The rowing girl, whose name was Man- 
varuk, turned around and gave him a 
longing glance. “Gaze ahead of you, 
kratouna,’ she said in a low, seductive 
voice. “We are coming home to Arpertileq 
Island. There other women are waiting 
to greet us. I hope you are truly strong 
of heart and wind, white man. You have 
many great tests ahead of you.” 

Manvaruk’s gloved rowing hand drop- 
ped to his leg and moved along Groves’ 
thigh. Timersit was standing in the craft 
and threw a line to the waiting women 
on the icy shore. . 

The rowing girl reached into her parka 


and pulled out a small and hard-frozen 
fish. She bit off its head as an American 
girl might clamp her teeth on a stick of 
um. Groves shivered a little in disgust. 

But when Manvaruk stood up, and the 
freezing wind outlined her pert figure, Joe 
forgot about the fish head in her mouth, 
She and the others all looked desirable 
to the dazed man. 

At the sight of the white stranger glad 
cries went up from shore. Groves now 
saw some forty or more women, most of 
them light-skinned and exciting to behold, 
clustered at the little jetty where the 
oumiak tied up. 

“Kajak, kajak!” they cried happily. He 
knew it meant welcome. 

Another girl at the dock, bolder than 
the rest, walked up and touched him on 
the lips as he prepared to hobble out of 
the bobbing oumiak. The girl blew out 
her cheeks and made a loud sucking noise. 

“Kiss—kiss!” she said mockingly, and 
everybody laughed. “All kratounas do that 
with lips, called kissing. This one too, 
yes?” 

Groves couldn’t help smiling. What a 
place! Filled with lovely creatures who 
couldn’t really be called Eskimos in the 
usual sense of the word. Not bad, Joe; 
take it easy and you'll enjoy life again. 

What the hell, he had nothing but time 
' now. The war was a distant nightmare 
already. Where he was, he didn’t know; 
when or how he would leave the island, 
he didn’t care. And then he saw Kranorsak, 
the only other man on this island. 

The sight of the Eskimo gave the 
American a sudden chill. As the women 
crowded around the white man, pawing 
at his tattered and icy clothing and chirp- 
ing words of welcome, Kranorsak paused 
in his task of cutting at a mound of seal 
_ blubber. He stared darkly at the new- 
comer to remote Arpertileq Island. 

Kranorsak was tall for an Eskimo. He 
had coarse stringy hair and a low fore- 
head above a sullen Oriental face. On. his 
upper lip was a scraggy moustache, and 
a patch of hair grew on his chin. The 
‘man’s cadaverous cheeks were black and 
scabby from repeated freezings. 

About 25 years old, but looking 40, 
Kranorsak wore old caribou skins, and a 
necklace of animal bones encircled his 
corded neck. He blew his nose into the 
snow and looked with contempt and hos- 
tility at the sailor. 

The Eskimo withdrew his bloody knife 
from the pile of blubber on the ground. 
A fat puppy waddled close, sniffing the 
stinking heap. Kranorsak muttered some- 
thing and raised his blade. As Groves 
watched, feeling sick, the knife descended 
and the little dog yipped once as his body 
was cleaved in two. 

One half of the pup, the rear end, went 
flying into the odorous mound of blubber. 
Kranorsak picked up the other half by 
the muzzle of the head, gripping the drip- 
ping flesh as if he were ready to pitch 
a ball. Then he hurled it into the bay, 
where it landed on an ice floe which car- 
ried the grisly thing out to sea. 

The s.o.b., thought Groves. I’d show 
him something if I wasn’t so damned 
weuk, Doing that to a puppy! Kranorsak 
wanted to show me how he feels about 
my coming here. Next time that knife 


will be in my hide if I don’t watch out 
for him. 

Groves had no time for further worry 
about the Eskimo man. Timersit was tug- 
ging at him to enter a low-roofed, rec- 
tangular hut built of ice walls, a wood 
ceiling, and packed with hard-frozen sod 
in the chinks and corners to ward off wind 
and cold. 

Bending low, the tall American almost 
had to squat to enter the house, which 
had a dirt floor covered with caribou rugs. 
A raised sleeping platform occupied almost 
half the space. After Timersit had lighted 
the koodilik lamp, which burns seal and 
whale oil, he discerned other meager fur- 
nishings. 

There was a packing crate, washed 
ashore from some forgotten shipwreck, 
with the faded stencil: “DRINK BOVRIL 
—BRITAIN’S BEST!” 

Timersit clapped her hands regally. An- 
other girl slithered in, pulling a rusted 
metal contraption which the sailor recog- 
nized as a Primus stove. This is an efficient 
Swedish device which throws off consider- 
able heat. It was one of the tribe’s proudest 
possessions. 

“Where'd you get this thing?” he de- 
manded eagerly. “Have other white men 
been up here?”. 

From her leather sleeve Timersit with- 
drew a_wicked-looking knife with a 
curved, razor-sharp blade, used for slicing 
walrus, battling wild animals, skinning 
flesh and fighting with human beings. 

“On Arpertileq Island men do not ask 
questions of Timersit, the leader. You are 
our guest. We shall feed and protect you 
and you perhaps will take the ‘place of 
Kranorsak and shall marry with us and 
implant children within us.” Although 
polygamy is illegal with us, to the Eskimos 
it’s a way of life. 

She ran a thumb over the blade; a 
glistening bead of blood appeared. She 
licked it from her finger, “But please, 
kratouna, ask no questions! We want you 
to stay with us and be happy, not to die. 
I will be your nurse.” 

Now the girl smiled at him. It was a 
warm and generous smile, promising many 
things. She knelt down and expertly help- 
ed undress the puzzled man. She dis- 
carded his damp and vile-smelling gar- 
ments, encrusted with sea salt, until she 
came to his lean, well-muscled body. 

Her breath came in spurts now and she 
kicked at the servant with her foot. “Pal- 
aghit—clear out! I want some time alone 
with this kratouna. Then have the others 
bring him food and drink. A man is a 
better man if his stomach is empty, than 
# he is gorged and sleepy like a fat white 
ear. 


OE, who was graduated from high 
school in Kansas City, Mo., in 1936, 

had been around in the yeats before he 
found himself on desolate and unknown 
Arpertileq Island. 

After school he had been a salesman of 
vacuum cleaners, aluminum pots, real 
estate and encyclopedias. But the youth 
had been something less than a glittering 
success at selling. 

So he had tried wrestling professionally 
on a small tank-town circuit. The rewards 

(Continued on page 92) 
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were meager; a cheating manager took 
most of the purses he won. His next step 
was to become a truck driver. He didn’t 
have much luck with that, either. 

Unable to find a decent-paying job, and 
feeling a dim stir of anger after Hitler 
invaded Poland, he enlisted in the Army 
just before the draft law was enacted in 
1940. But Joe Groves wasn’t destined to 
stay long in the Armed Forces. In a fight 
with a burly Texan, who had picked a 
scrap with the good-looking kid from 
Kansas City, Joe hit the aggressor so hard 
that the Texan smashed his head against 
a barracks table. The fellow died from a 
skull fracture. 

Groves was sentenced to two years at 
hard labor and discharged from the Army. 
Upon completion of his sentence, he found 
that the Canadian merchant marine—hard- 
pressed for seamen—didn’t inquire closely 
into an applicant’s U.S. service record, 
They accepted Joe readily. 

He had completed two trips on the 
risky Murmansk supply run out of Halifax 
when the jitters finally overcame him on 
the third journey to the distant Russian 
port. At night he would lie in his bunk 
aboard the Marwinda and agonize about 
the German subs prowling out there, wait- 
ing to pierce the destroyer escort and 
knock off a vessel. 

Maybe I’m chicken, he told himself, but 

this isn’t for me. I die every time those 
damn alarm bells ring. 
' On that final trip only the cheerful chat- 
ter of Billy Ong, the gnarled little stoker, 
had saved Joe Groves from total despair. 
To keep himself occupied, he labored each 
night with Billy, who provided lessons in 
the pidgin Eskimo tongue. The other men 
were amused by the American sailor’s dil- 
igence in studying the Eskimo words. 
They were to’ prove surprisingly useful 
to him in a very short time. 

On the final lap to Murmansk the 
H.M.S. Invincible, a battle wagon brist- 
ling with 15-inch guns, had steamed over 
the horizon to accompany the convoy. 
With five destroyers and corvettes, plus 
the Invincible, it hardly seemed possible 
that a submarine could break through 
the cordon and unleash a torpedo. But 
one had. And the Marwinda was the ship 
that got it. 

How long he had bobbed in the frigid, 
fog-swathed water, Joe Groves couldn’t 
say. He had prayed—first for rescue, then 
for death when the hours passed and the 
icy torture of the sea ate into his limbs 
and chest like corrosive acid. 

Miraculously a clanking. gray shape 
had bobbed close. Feebly he had put 
out a stiff hand—touched the hull of a 
lifeboat. It was empty, fairly well-provi- 
sioned, with fresh water casks which soon 
froze. There were wet blankets and a 
bottle of rum, which restored a measure 
of circulation and hope to the wet and 
miserable seaman. 

The lifeboat had been no Ritz Hotel. It 
was rugged from the start. After three 
days of drifting in the long Arctic night, 
broken only by a few bleak hours of foggy 
daylight, Groves had been ready to call 
it quits. 

On the twelfth day, just before his 
rescue, he had sighted a nightmarish ani- 
mal lying on an ice floe. As his boat drifted 
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near, Groves saw it was a walrus. 

“Hello, friend! Gee, I’m ‘glad to see 
something alive out here,” he babbled. The 
great gray hulk weighed tons; the little 
eyes glared balefully at the man. “How 
about it—want to be pals?” 

With a sudden threshing of its flippers 
and a roar which stunned Groves, the 
walrus slid off the ice and dived under 
the lifeboat. He bumped it many times 
angrily, maliciously, with his scaly, bar- 
nacled back. The terrified seaman clutched 
the sides as the craft rocked. It began to 
take water. 

Then, tiring of the sport, the huge ani- 
mal slid away in search of fish, and Joe 
Groves sank into a stupor from cold and 
fright. Roused from this state, he had 
heard the girls’ voices from the sea... . 

And now he was here on an island, in 
a warm hut, taken care of by a lovely girl. 

Finally the American asked the girl a 
question which had plagued him since he 
set foot on the island earlier that after- 
noon. 

“Tell me, Timersit, why are there only 
women in this place and just one man, that 
fellow Kranorsak? Where are the men?” 

With some reluctance Timersit provid- 
ed the answer while nestled in his arms. 
As Joe had half-suspected, these girls were 
descendants of the Norsemen who had 
penetrated this polar wilderness 900 years 
earlier. 

Off the shipping lanes by 800 miles, 
wreathed in fog most of the time, and 
sealed off by a vast field of ice and bergs, 
Arpertileq Island had remained virtually 
a myth through the centuries. The existence 
of these fair-skinned and_ voluptuous 
women of the far north had been sus- 
pected, but never verified, by Arctic spe- 
cialists and geographers. 

Timersit continued: “Thanks to our 
white ancestry, we proved stronger than 
our men over the years, kratouna. Gradu- 
ally there were more women on the island 
than men. We were very selective in 
choosing mates. Our aratavik, the old 
woman who keeps the memories and 
legends of our tribe in her head, warned 
us that the women of the island through- 
out the ages always used the utmost care 
in picking lovers, 

“We have sought out tall, fair-skinned 
Eskimo men, not wanting our children 
to be short and squat like the Pumyooks, 
the Koodlotooks and other tribes far to 
the-south of us.” 

During an epidemic a few years earlier, 
sickness (which Groves thought could 
have been scurvy) had carried off the 
surviving males. Only the ugly but still 
useful Kranorsak remained to serve the 
girls. Joe sensed that Timersit and the 
others were heartily sick of the cruel fel- 
low by now. 

“But there must have been other white 
men—we call them scientists or explorers— 
who came up here from time to time,” 
Groves persisted. “I can’t believe I’m the 
first kratouna to visit you.” 

A suspicion winged across his mind. 
“And what about that Primus stove, Timer- 
sitP You women didn’t “build it or find it. 
It came from Sweden or some other 
Scandinavian country. Somebody brought 
it here!” 

Again she proved evasive. “It is not 


wise to ask more questions, kratouna. I 
have told you as much as I did because 
I like you.” 

Joe Groves was just a man, and a very 


‘human and weak one at that. Timersit’s 


lips proved more attractive at the mo- 
ment than did the origin of a rusty Primus 
stove. He forgot about his question and 
made love to the girl. 


T last Timersit said calmly: “The 
-& kratouna enjoyed himself, yesP You 
will eat now. There will be the festival 
of Mikkittoo tonight and then more wives 
afterward.” 

“Maybe I should get a little sleep first. 
I’m game for anything, lady, but that 
lifeboat was no bed of roses—” 

She ignored the remark. Still glistening 

with the faint sheen of animal oils, the 
ob rose languorously and trimmed the 
oodilik lamp which was beginning to 
smoke. Timersit then took an empty oil 
drum from a corner of the hut. Using a 
reindeer thigh bone as a striker, she hit 
the metal and a ripple of not-unpleasant 
notes filled the cabin. : 

“Our women will bring you food now, 
kratouna. Eat well. Relax. This will be 
your dwelling place. I am going to my 
own house to dress for the Mikkittoo.” 

At the low door of the hut she hesitated. 
“Conserve your strength, my kratouna. 
Your big test lies ahead tonight.” 

Moments later three girls entered bear- 
ing trays hewn from driftwood and laden 
with steaming bowls of mysterious food, 
whose odors both attracted and repelled 
Groves. 

“You eat this, good for a man,.give a 
kratouna great strength,” said one girl 
with a giggle. Her name, she told him, 
was Shik Shik. 

He liked her. Though her habits, cus- 
toms. and language were Eskimo, her 
physical appearance was European. She 
might have been a gay and mischievous 
Parisian street girl. Shik Shik had a well- 
scrubbed look and merry blue eyes set in 
a heart-shaped face. Her hair was soft 
and auburn, her fingers slender, her ankles 
trim. He smiled. 

“You look just like Pearlie Freeman, 
Shik Shik. Pearlie was the cheerleader at 
my high school. But she never gave me 
a tumble; she went overboard for our star 
halfback. Maybe you and I will do better 
together.” 

Shik Shik didn’t understand. So she 
said hopefully in pidgin talk: “You must 
drink this now, kratouna, it will race like 
fire in the blood.” 

She held forth a bowl containing a 
steaming dark fluid. He spooned it up with 
a whalebone utensil resembling a spoon. 
“Mmm, not bad. What is it?” 

Another girl, a quiet one named K’muna, 
told him. “It is blood of #’krtu, the walrus, 
mixed with fat of the great whale. We 
serve it only to important people.” 

He gagged and handed the remainder 
of the bowl to K’muna, who murmured 
her thanks and ate it greedily, licking the 
blubber from her fingers as if it were 


‘chocolate. 


Next came boiled moor hen and bil- 
berries, which he found delicious. Shik 
Shik squatted on the earth floor and pop- 
ped each bilberry into his mouth. The 


girl gazed adoringly at him. Groves wore 
just his tattered dungarees. His chest was 
ony and his stomach was flat as paper, 
for he had almost starved in the lifeboat. 

Shik Shik ran her hands admiringly over 
Joe’s taut skin. His hunger somewhat ap- 
peased, he now turned to the girl with 
curiosity. She was not more than 18, a 
desirable creature in any man’s country. 
Joe Groves felt a leaping desire, though 
he had just risen stiffly from the frantic 
embraces of the older and infinitely more 
experienced Timersit. 


The other food bearers wanted to stay” 


and watch him and Shik Shik. The women 
jabbered and he caught some of the words. 

“Get out!” he shouted. “Clear out now. 
I want to be alone with Shik Shik.” 

Reluctantly, showing anger and jealousy 
in their sullen faces, K’muna and the third 
girl backed out of the hut on all fours. 

Tears glistened in little Shik Shik’s eyes. 
She pulled Groves’ bearded face close to 
her lips and smiled shyly. 

After a while Groves heard a rustling 
noise at the low door to his hut. He 
wheeled around to confront Kranorsak. 
The rancid odors of animal fat, blood and 
his unwashed body filled the dimly-lit 
room like an evil miasma. In Kranorsak’s 
hand was the blubber-slicing knife with 
which he had dismembered the puppy. 

The unwelcome visitor said: “You are 
an intruder on the island, a vile white 
kratouna. This girl Shik Shik was a virgin 
until you arrived. 

Kranorsak tightened his grip on the 

knife, still crimsoned by the dead dog’s 
blood. He prepared to throw it at Groves, 
aiming for the genitalia. The seaman 
kicked out with his‘ right foot and the 
near-by koodilik lamp overturned, extin- 
guishing all light in the hut. 
. Shik Shik cried out in fright. Snaking 
along on his stomach, Groves headed for 
the door and threw a powerful arm around 
Kranorsak’s thick neck, squeezing hard. 
With his free hand the American picked 
up the hot and smoking oil lamp and 
gee it ageing the Eskimo’s perspiring 
ace. The odor of singed flesh now mixed 
with the other smells from Kranorsak. 

Stoically the Eskimo didn’t moan 'or 
whimper. The smell of his burning nose 
and cheeks sickened Groves. 

“Dirty spying bastard, I'll teach you a 
lesson!” the white man said. He pressed 
the hot lamp tighter to the man’s skin. 
“And this is for that pup you butchered— 
remember?” 

After long minutes of torture Kranorsak 
cut loose with a howl of anguish which 
echoed like a sledge dog’s moan of pain. 
He tore loose from Groves’ hammer lock 
and frantically scurried backward like a 
crab through the small door. 

Shik Shik, pale and taut with fear, was 
dressing now. ; 

“It is time to prepare for the Mikkittoo 
tonight, kratouna. If Timersit hears I was 
with you—she will kill me. I must go.” 

He felt a twinge of pity for the girl. It 
was as close as Groves had ever come to 
experiencing love. 

“Come back again, Shik Shik! I will 
treat you well. I—I really like you. Please 
come back.” 

But she left, and he slept, utterly spent, 
for two drugged hours. When he awoke, 


Groves discovered that stronge female 
arms were laving him with oil. It was a 
pleasant sensation; he didn’t protest. 

Outside in the icy clearing he could 
hear the hum of women’s voices and the 
thumping of gourds and oil drums in a 
strange but stirring rhythm which he 
found exciting. 

The girls who were oiling him suddenly 


ceased their labors as a new person en- |. 


tered the room. This was an incredibl 
old woman, toothless and white-hateed, 
her face a network of tiny wrinkles. Only 
her bright, inquisitive eyes showed enor- 
mous vitality in the sagging skin which 
looked like that of a corpse. 

“It is our aratavik, the Old One, mistress 
of the Mikkittoo ceremony!” whispered 
one nervous girl. : 

The six girls in the hut bowed low to 
the wrinkled woman. Joe squinted at the 
crone. He smiled. These girls were ac- 
tually afraid—terrified—of the old biddy. 
But. why? She seemed harmless enough, a 
small and shrunken figure in a flabby 
sealskin coat, with heavy boots on her 
shaky legs. 

Around the aratavik’s scrawny neck 
hung a strand of beads. When she ap- 
proached the white man he looked closely 
at the necklace and felt his first twinge 
of uneasiness—or fear. They weren't beads 
or ornaments. They were tiny skulls, ex- 
pertly carved death’s heads, no larger than 
walnuts, strung together. The tiny and 
sinister heads had been carefully whittled 
from walrus tusks. 

As the old woman approached Groves 
he was startled to notice a small pointed 
instrument in her splotched and _ veiny 
hand. It looked like the sharpened bone 
of a small animal. 

The niversaks—girls under 20—put aside 
their oiled rags. At a nod from the crone 
they seized Joe and held him firmly, de- 
spite his slippery oiled skin. 

“Chimo—greetings, kratouna!” the an- 
cient woman said in a voice like a rusted 
hinge. “Be calm, white friend, this will 
not hurt.” 


HE girl Manvaruk, who had been the 

rower in the boat, swabbed his upper 
right arm with a bit of caribou fur dipped 
in a pungent-smelling’ herb. The old 
woman bent down and pierced his flesh 
at that spot with the bone instrument. 
She then put her wrinkled lips to the 
arm, sipping greedily. Flecks of Groves’ 
blood appeared on her shriveled chin and 
cheeks, ; 

At last she made a sign and the girls 
released the man. The aratavik hobbled 
out, smiling enigmatically. The necklace of 
tiny skulls jingled ominously around her 
skinny throat. 

The American felt sick and _ horrified. 
What the hell was this? Some new kind 
of Dracula bit? He felt he was in for a 
rough evening, that the Mikkittoo cere- 
mony, whatever it might be, would be 
revolting to a civilized man. 

He now realized that they were wholly 
primitive, as aboriginal as any tribe in the 
heart of Africa or the dark interior of 
Australia or the Amazon. Only their good 
looks, their femininity and so-called Nor- 
dic appearance had deceived him. 

(Continued on page 94) 
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Groves almost wished he were back 
in the frigid Arctic Sea, rocking alone 
in his lifeboat, awaiting death. There the 
danger was from known hazards. Now he 
faced the unknown, 

But he had no time for further worry. 
A new girl crept in through the low arch- 
ed doorway, one he had never seen be- 
fore. Her eyes seemed to be glazed over, 
as if she were in a trance. 

“Bring out the kratouna,” she ordered 
in a reedy, far-out voice. “Timersit and 
our aratavik are waiting to begin the Mik- 
kittoo.” 

It was a dreadful ceremony. Bundled in 
sealskins—but still almost nude and oiled 
—the American was placed on a rotting 
log where he was guarded by four girls 
armed with pikes and gleaming knives. 
The raw Arctic night was bitter, the cold 
was choking. His legs felt like pillars ‘of 
ice, but he soon forgot his discomfort as 
he stared at the spectacle before him. 

Every girl on the island was present. 
Forty of them sat in rows, like huddled 
furry animals, around a huge, crackling 
fire which was nourished from time to 
time by bowls of seal oil thrown over the 
flaming brands. They were chanting, their 
eyes were closed, and their pale faces were 
contorted and strained as spittle dribbled 
and froze on their cheeks. They sang an 
ancient incantation to the devil. 

On a raised platform six girls in blue- 
dyed fur vests—emblems of authority— 
pounded on oil tins which had been wash- 
ed ashore or brought there by some by- 
gone expedition. On slightly elevated seats 
were Timersit and the crone who had 
sipped his blood. 

Timersit’s eyes littered feverishly. 
Around her neck was also a necklace of 
tiny skulls. She wore a hood of pure white 
fur, another leadership symbol, as did the 
old aratavik. 

The aratavik clapped her gloved hands 
for silence and stood up, supported by 
Timersit, while she chanted in a dialect 
unknown to Groves, But he thought he 
detected occasional Danish words, rem- 
nants of the tongue of the ancestors of 
these’ light-skinned savages. 

he crone sat down, exhausted, and 
Timersit took over. Now she reverted to 
the usual patois of the tribe and Joe un- 
derstood enough of it. She fingered the 
ghastily beads and intoned: “Bring forth 
the sledges with their ice cargoes, so our 
kratouna may see for himself what awaits 
the loser of tonight’s contest.” 

Uncomprehending, the seaman stared 
at the silent women all around him, not 
knowing what to expect. Preceded by four 
girls blowing reed instruments made from 
bone, a party of girls tugged at two 
heavily-laden sledges which scraped and 
rumbled over the frozen ground. 

Excited dogs, angered by the sight of 
women pulling their own usual burdens, 
snapped and bit at each other. The dogs 
were confined in a rude stockade 50 feet 
from where Groves was sitting. 

As the sledge-pullers drew closer, the 

- white man peered at the loads they were 
transporting. At first he thought there was 
a gigantic cake of ice lashed to each 
sledge. What the hell were they pulling 
ice for? Each cake must have weighed 
500 pounds or more. But when the sledges 
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passed close to the watching man, a wave 
of incredulity and sickness’ swept him 
from head to foot. His guts churned. 

There were men in the ice cakes! Dead 
and frozen stiff, probably entombed there 
for years—but men, nonetheless. 

“My God, they’re white men!” Groves 
whispered to himself, trembling violently. 
“These bitches have preserved them in 
ice. They're as bad as cannibals. The old 
one drinks blood and the young ones do 
things like this.” 

Timersit spoke loudly now, her words 
ringing like flint in the freezing air. “Yes, 
kratouna, these are men of your race kept 
by our tribe in the eternal ice. That one” 
—she pointed to a mammoth ‘ice block 
containing a young man with blond 
whiskers and a sensitive mouth—“came 
here six years ago. He failed to pass the 
test of combat and was considered a 
weakling. We placed him in the ice to 
remind future visitors that only strong 
men can survive on Arpertileq Island.” 

Groves licked his suddenly dry lips and 
stared at the other male specimen pre- 
served in a monstrous ice cube fully 6 
feet high. This corpse had been about 
40 years old at the time of his entomb- 
ment. He wore a Danish decoration pin- 
ned to his coat and his trim Van Dyke 
beard had flecks of gray in it. 

“That one,” continued Timersit, “called 
himself Prof. Walberg. He came here 
much later, carrying a machine with a 
needle that trapped our voices and re- 
peated our own words and songs to us. A 
bad thing, that box; it contained an evil 
spirit. So the kratouna called Walberg 
had to die. We burned his machine and 
the spirit in our fire.” 

She blew a flute-like instrument, a 
pierced walrus tusk, and from an igloo, 
the only one on the island, crept the 
Eskimo man Kranorsak. He was enveloped 
in a sealskin robe, but at a command from 
Timersit the girls yanked it off and the 
fellow stood up, ‘almost stark naked and 
covered with oil. < 

Ugly blistered welts covered his face, 
nose and forehead where the koodilik lamp 
had been pressed to his flesh by Groves. 
Kranorsak grunted his hatred of Groves 
and approached in a low, wary crouch. 


THER excited women tore the cloak 

from Joe Groves’ oiled body and the 
American leaped to his feet, troubled but 
alert and ready for combat. So this was 
what they wanted! A battle royal between 
two nude and greased men _ without 
weapons. 

Timersit herself announced the rules: 
without weapons, they were to hit, gouge, 
kick and pound at each other's slippery 
and elusive flesh until one or the other 
fell exhausted and was killed by the vic- 
tor—or by the women in a mass attack. 

It was a game Groves knew something 
about. Weak though he was, still suffer- 
ing from malnutrition and utterly weary 
from love, he remembered his days as a 
high school varsity wrestler and his six 
months on the road as a_ professional 
grunt-and-groaner, working for peanuts 
and a greedy manager. 

“Come on, Kranorsak!” he taunted. “I'll 
show you a hold that wowed ’em in Des 
Moines. And a really dirty one that made 


the rubes holler in Omaha.” 

Kranorsak was strong and artful. He 
used his teeth, chomping hard on Joe’s 
oiled arm and drawing blood. Once he 
tried to bite the sailor's jugular vein, but 
Groves kicked him in the groin and the 
Eskimo winced and released his grip. 

Even the dogs had stopped their whin- 
ing and snapping to watch the struggle. 
The aratavik was on her feet, squinting 
avidly in the firelight’ at the wrestlers. 
Timersit sat immobile, eyes beady and 
lustful, drinking in the sight of the oiled 
and bloodied masculine bodies. 

A warm vapor rose in the freezing air 
from the men’s heated flesh. Off in a 
corner Shik Shik, a reluctant spectator, 
averted her eyes and wept. But the other 
girls sucked in their breath and munched 
fish heads and made lascivious remarks: 
to each other as they sized up the men. 

One girl, the quiet one called K’muna, 
spat in the snow with anger as Groves 
thumbed Kranorsak’s left eye, closing it 
permanently. She slipped a harpoon to the 
Eskimo when it became evident that he 
would not long survive the battering from 
the white foe. 

Kranorsak wheeled, aiming this new 
weapon at Groves’ unprotected face. The 
American swerved; the barbed point raked 
his chin. Lowering his aching head, Joe 
drew back and ran full tilt at Kranorsak, 
butting him in his hairy stomach and 
causing him to go down like a stone 
into a snowdrift. 

Groves picked up the harpoon, thought 
of using it on the Eskimo, but threw it 
into the fire instead. The fight was over. 

Kranorsak lay panting, daubing the 
snowbank with blood from his heaving 
body. Silently Timersit descended from 
her dais carrying a richly-ornamented jar. 
She spooned up a gob of blackish fat 
from the receptacle. 

“Eat it now, Kranorsak,” she said curt- 
ly. “You know our penalty for losing.” 

There was no fear in the man’s batter- 
ed face, merely stoic resignation. He swal- 
lowed the unpleasant-looking stuff and 
began to twitch violently. Within minutes 
his arms and legs were at the height of 
a frenzied jerking, like a large insect im- 
paled on a pin. Then he was quiet. 

“What was that stuff—poison?” Groves 
muttered, again wrapped in the warm 
animal skins the girls threw over his 
sweaty body after kissing his hands and 
feet in token of his victory. 

“Tt is the decayed liver of a bear, 
kratouna. One mouthful and a person 
goes swiftly to meet his ancestors or the 
demon spirits.” 

Fascinated, the seaman watched as a 
squad of businesslike, fur-clad girls lifted 
Kranorsak’s corpse onto a sledge and 
hauled it to the ice-rimmed beach. Down 
there was a large rectangular pit hacked 
from the frozen ground, which was as 
hard as tundra. 

The old aratavik fingered her necklace 
of skulls, murmured an incantation, and 
the girls dumped the Eskimo’s body into 
the hole. Chanting, a brigade of women 
passed gourds of snow, melted over the 
blazing logs, from hand to hand and 
poured the water on Kranorsak’s remains. 

“Tomorrow the pit will be frozen over 


and then Kranorsak’s body will be lifted 


with the ice and added to the other men 
we have preserved,” Timersit said proud- 
ly. “He died well and our women will 
wish to remember him. Though ugly, he 
was a stalwart lover. May you exceed 
his strength, kratouna.” 

He felt disgust and fear. They were 
savages, they believed in magic, they 
thought only of their own physical needs. 
Up here a male was completely expend- 
able. 


He tried to banish from his mind the. 


thought of his own fate if he didn’t con- 
tinue to please these women in every 
respect. 

After Kranorsak was covered with icy 
water, the women gathered in a circle 
around Groves and sang his praises in a 
weird hymn. Timersit became ardent and 
slipped her cold hands under his furs, 
placing her palms against his bloodied 
chest. 

“You are now the only man on Arper- 
tileq Island, kratouna,’ she murmured. 
“We respect you, for you are brave in 
battle as well as superb in the arts of 
love. From this night on you will take 
Kranorsak’s place and we shall share you, 
honor you as our husband, and bring you 
sweetmeats, much reindéér fat, and the 
intestines of a walrus as a special delight.” 

Suddenly Groves was olen sick to 
his stomach, revolted by the fight, the 
events of the crowded day, the ardor of 
these savage, almost-white women. 

But Timersit, aroused, was not to be 
put off. “Chafe his wrists with snow and 
bring the kratouna to my hut,” she order- 
ed. “I will be finished with him in the 
morning and then he can rest. Meanwhile, 
with our aratavik watching to ensure 
honesty, you will draw lots for the kra- 
touna Groves, who will be ready to serve 
the winner tomorrow night.” 


Y his own notches cut into a piece of 
driftwood, Groves was on Arpertileq 
Island for 176 days and nights. Within 
a few weeks the novelty of sleeping with 
a different wife every night, and some- 
times two and three a night, had palled 
on him. He began to hate and dread the 
daily lottery with himself as the grand 
prize. . 
Groves was happy, though, whenever 
Shik Shik was: the winner of the daily 
gamble for his love. Indeed, when a plain- 
looking girl named Oopik picked the long 
stick one morning and ‘triumphantly claim- 
ed him, the sailor took her aside and 
whispered: 

“You like this watch, Oopik? Hold it 
to your ear and listen. A good spirit lives 
in it and will protect you from evil. It 
will always talk to you in the tic-tic 
language. Take it and have Shik. Shik 
come to your house. It is she I want.” 

Desire for Groves was mingled with a 
yearning for the watch in. the girl’s heavy- 
featured face. “I will take the machine- 
that-speaks,” Oopik finally announced. 
“Perhaps I will win you again in a few 
days, kratouna.” 

Never had Shik Shik’s embraces been 
so welcome to Groves as that night. He 
hoped that Oopik would conceal the 
watch and not blab to Timersit about the 
switch. 

As the weeks passed the sailor became 


more moody and despairing. He would 
stalk the frozen shore for hours, peering 
at the eternal fog and always hoping for 
the sight of a ship or the drone of a plane. 
Even the angry buzz of a Stuka would 
have been music to his ears now. 

But his hopes were futile and Groves 
knew it. The ners of Franz Josef Land 
lay many hundreds of miles to the south. 
That bleak tundra was deserted, except 
for a solitary Allied radio transmitter. The 
world was busy with a big war. Even the 
enemy thought that nothing of consequence 
lived north of Franz Josef Land. 

Groves had drifted far, terribly far, in 
the Marwinda’s lifeboat. Once he had 
loathed the craft, now he found himself 
eyeing it covertly each day, wondering 
if he dare take it to sea in the hope of 
meeting his own kind again. 

The boat was much larger and more 
serviceable than the animal-skin craft, the 
oomiaks, these girls used for hunting wal- 
rus and speating fish. Timersit had ordered 
it fitted with new oars carved from drift- 
wood. Almost every day the lifeboat was 
used by parties of feminine hunters and 
fish trappers. 

On an icy hummock above the little 
pier where the lifeboat and the oumiaks 
were tied up, there was a series of wooden 
platforms which provided firm support for 


‘hugg whalebone launching pads, tied down 


with tough, resilient thongs of rawhide 
which had been soaked in brine. ‘Piles of 
large, jagged rocks, some weighing as 
much as 15 pounds, lay at the sides of 
these strange machines. 

Groves was curious about their pur- 
pose. He was told they were catapults, 
primitive but powerful weapons used by 
these island women for centuries to repel 
invasion by unwanted men from other 
tribes. Upon closer examination the sailor 
was surprised to find that the catapults 
and wood axles of the stone wheels had 
been well-greased with seal fat. They 
were ready for combat even now. 

’ “But does anybody ever come here?” 
he asked hopefully. “I thought I was like 
Adam, just about the only man.” He be- 
gan to hope for an attack by whatever in- 
vaders these girls feared. Even to see an- 
other man would be a great satisfaction. 

One fog-wreathed day in April, while 
he was lying in a hut with S’telik, a woman 
of 35, he heard a shrill cry from one of 
the girls who had been mending holes 
in the sides of the oomiaks. 

“Men approach! They come in oumiaks 
from the island of Taglek!” the girl shout- 
ed. “Let us man the kidlus (catapults). 
The Tagleks have not been here for many 
moons; we must show them we are still 
ready for them.” ; 

Even S’telik, whose ardor was like that 
of a 19-year-old, leaped from Groves’ side, 
donned her furs, and scrambled up the 
slope to her own kidlu. There were twenty 
of these catapults, commanding a_ fine 
view of the entrance to the tiny harbor. 

The first boatload of Taglek men—ugly 
squat creatures like the hairy Ainus of 
Japan—scraped the shore and the men 
tumbled out. Yelling, the fur-clad fighters 
moved in, carrying harpoons, bone pikes 
and primitive bows. _ 

Timersit herself, at the lead catapult, 

(Continued on page 96) 
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sent a 10-pound stone crashing on the 
head of the first Eskimo man to set foot 
on the island. The tremendous velocity of 
the missile obliterated the invader’s face. 
It snapped his head back like a match 
stick and the Taglek fell lifeless to the 
snowy beach. 

Shouting threats and love supplications, 
the other Eskimo men jumped out of their 
low-riding boats and started ashore. 

“Kishmo! May the demons devour these 
ugly ones!” shouted Timersit angrily, re- 
loading her whalebone launching pad with 
the help of an assistant. 

Now a hail of stony death cascaded 
upon the Taglek men. They dropped like 
tenpins, bloody and screaming. One man- 
aged to shoot an arrow into the shoulder 
of S’telik. But he had no time to crow 
over his victory. A mammoth stone from 
S’telik’s own catapult, 15 pounds in weight, 
crushed the bowman’s chest and he fell 
into the surf, coughing blood onto the ice. 

Within twenty minutes the beach was 
dotted with the bodies of fourteen Taglek 
men. The remainder abandoned their in- 
vasion attempt—it was actually one of their 
periodic forays for these desirable island 
women—and took to their boats, chanting 
mournfully and paddling away into the 
mists of the sea. 

“They are hairy, revolting creatures, 
not men we would willingly breed with,” 
said Timersit, kicking in disgust at a dead 
Taglek’s tortured face. “But they never 
learn. Not one of our girls, though hunger- 
ing for a male, would willingly marry a 
creature like this.” . 

After that Joe Groves had a _ healthy 
respect for the physical prowess of the 
women of the island. 

One thing puzzled him. Where were the 
babies and children and the middle-aged 
and older women of this place? He asked 
Shik Shik. 

“The children are sent away, to be 


raised in a stockade by the older women | 


at the other end of the island,” the girl 
replied. “Children never see their mothers. 
Kranorsak had eighteen children, but he 
never saw any. Yours too will be raised 
away from us, kratouna. Child-rearing is 
for the old women; we merely give birth 
to them.” 

Pretty inhuman, he thought. But I keep 
forgetting they are actually savages. 

One day Timersit said: “I am going 
with Shik Shik tomorrow to hunt bear. 
We are low on skins. Will you come with 
us?” : 

Bored, he was happy at the prospect of 
seeing some action. In the cold darkness, 
for the murk lasted twenty hours a day 
in this place, he, Timersit, and the silent 
Shik Shik set out by dog sledge to the 
island’s interior. He estimated that the 
domain of these women might be 12 miles 
in length and about two miles across. 

The freezing temperature made him 
shiver and cough, for the air was hard 
to breathe in and ice particles tortured his 
lungs. 

“Be quiet, kratouna!” Timersit hissed. 
She stood still, a goddess in the snow, 
sniffing the dark, icy air. Soon feeble light 
appeared in the sky. “Kudlunga—wonder- 
ful! The bear is not far away. I can tell. 
Quiet now.” 


Swiftly she untied the snarling dogs, 
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who fell silent, their ears pricked up. The 
shaggy brutes fanned out, inching on their 
bellies up a snowbank, the very hair of 
their scarred bodies standing erect as if 
charged with electricity. 

“Now you go ahead—I order it!” rasped 
Timersit to Shik Shik. Timersit’s eyes were 
hard and filled with hate and scorn. The 
younger girl obediently stumbled uphill 
after the dogs. 

Groves started to protest but Timersit, 
who had her pana knife in her mittened 
hand, made a threatening gesture with the 
weapon. He kept a bridle on his tongue, 
though his heart ached for Shik Shik. 

There was an animal rumble, a high- 
pitched feminine scream, a gurgle in the 
throat. Groves rushed ahead in defiance 
of Timersit. On the ground lay little Shik 
Shik, her lovely throat clawed open by 
a white bear which stood on its hind legs 
fully 10 feet tall. Around the enraged 
animal circled. the dogs, fangs bared, ha- 
rassing their quarry. . 


“You're a filthy bitch, Timersit!” Groves _ 


said. “You used her as bait—you could 
have used a dog. I'll fix you! It was that 
damned Oopik who told you about Shik 
Shik and me. Damn your soul—” 

But there was no time for further re- 
crimination, At bay the bear was a fear- 
some sight. His long matted hair was 
stained yellow from his own excrement. In 
one lightning movement he impaled a 
sledge dog on his two-inch claws and 
flung the howling hound into a hum- 
mock. The dog’s intestines oozed into the 
snow. Another dog jumped the fallen 
animal and bit its throat, killing the 
wounded husky. 

Other dogs moved in on the bear. Wor- 
rying the towering white giant from his 
flanks and the rear, they snapped at his 
great hind feet and haunch. Within min- 
utes the bear had ripped apart three more 
dogs. But he was tiring. He sank to his 
knees. 

“Imacha, kunga!” shouted Timersit, 
warily circling the animal with the curved 
pana knife ready in her hand, As the har- 
ried bear wearily got to his feet and made 
another pass at the tormenting dogs, the 
girl moved in for the kill. She thrust with 
her knife, sweat dappling her face. The 
blade entered the bear’s furry throat, he 
swiped at her, sliced open her thigh, then 
fell lifeless at her feet. 

Timersit ignored her own injury and 
hobbled up to Joe Groves. “You did not 
play fair, kratouna. The lottery awarded 
you to Oopik, but you bribed her to leave 
you alone and took Shik Shik instead. That 
is why Shik Shik had to die. We have our 
own rules here; such tricks are not al- 
lowed. Be glad you are still alive.” 

Still grasping the knife, she bent down 
and began peeling the bear’s skin,-stick- 
ing in her fingers to pull out the heart. 
She munched at it happily. 

Groves walked back to a snowdrift and 
sat in it. He retched. 


S the weeks lengthened into months a 

brief season of far northern summer 
arrived and now there were days of 
twenty-one hours’ sunshine. The tempera- 
ture rose slightly. Despite this improve- 
ment Joe Groves became sullen and ir- 
ritable;, his fur clothing fit him badly for 


he was losing weight. The women’s de- 
mands on him were beginning to exact a 
physical toll greater than any man could 


pay. 

The nails of his big toes were painfully 
ingrown from the too-short eat which 
encased his feet. His eyes watered from 
snow glare. For hours at a stretch he 
would stand on the beach and watch the 
shrieking loons pursue one another in the 
sky. He envied the birds their freedom. 

Periodically the aratavik would totter 
to his hut to sip his blood. Once he had 
protested violently, had tried to lay hands 
on the old one and throw her out of his 
hut. A dozen girls, headed by Timersit, 
had seized him, whipped. him raw with 
reindeer thongs and rubbed brine and ice 
in his wounds. 

“If you touch her again,” Timersit said 
coldly, “every girl on the island will help 
me kill you. She is sacred to us, a sor- 
ceress. She says that a little blood from 
a male keeps her alive. Our aratavik is 
past 80 summers. We must heed a person 
of her age.” 

The prospect of being killed by a horde 
of female fanatics was hardly a cheery 
one. So the embittered man permitted the 
old witch to sip his blood once a week . 
without further protest. 

Spring had come to Arpertileq Island. 
The women called it oopungahuk—“period 
of joy with a man’”—but to Joe Groves it 
was a time of despair and utter exhaustion 
from their incessant demands. 

To keep from going mad, he would 
scribble in secret on birch bark, which 
made an excellent substitute for paper, 
stuffing his notes in an old oil drum he 
kept hidden under a cairn of rocks. Here 
are some sample entries: 

“August 14 (I think this is the date): 
The dog tender, Salguna, complained about 
me today. She said she would tell the 
aratavik I was holding back. To hell with 
Salguna.” 

“September 3: Trevelek grabbed me 
while I was watching a seal’s breathing 
hole in the ice this morning. She threat- 
ened me with a harpoon because I said 
I was sick last night and refused to see 
her. I am sick—sick of all these damned 
women. (The seal got away).” 

Oddly, it was the rower, Manvaruk, 
who had never won Groves’ services in- 
one of the daily love lotteries, who gave 
him the idea that escape might be possible 
after all. 

She saw him one morning speculatively 
eyeing the Marwinda’s lifeboat, which 
rocked in the icy water at the little jetty 
reeking of fish and walrus guts. Sidling 
up to him, Manvaruk plucked at his rein- 
deer parka and looked knowingly into 
his eyes. 

“IT have seen you watching this boat 
day after day, kratouna. You wish to get 
away from here, yes?” 

“What of it? I’ve had enough. But fat 
chance they'll let me go!” 

She pressed against him eagerly. “TI, 
Manvaruk, would help you, kratouna. I 
would even go with you out to sea. Be 
good to me. You have never been with 
me. When shall you come to my hut?” 

She was a busty little creature with 
frank and adoring eyes and anxious hands 
which touched him at every opportunity. 


Normally Groves would have liked her. 
Now all the tired man could reply was: 
“Okay, it’s a deal. I'll come to your place 
after I’m finished with Sislik tonight.” 

Manvaruk came close to him. “And you 
will take me away, far out on the black 
waters to the land of the kratounas from 
which you came?” - 

“Okay, we'll go away together,” he lied. 
“Now get going. Put plenty of provisions, 
fresh water and skin blankets in the boat. 
But let no one see you. Understand? Keep 
quiet about it!” 

He crept into Manvaruk’s hut at mid- 
night, buoyed only by the thought that 
tomorrow he would be leaving Arpertileq 
Island and its fifty love-hungry women. 
Nestled in his arms, Manvaruk told him 
of the food and supplies she had secretly 
stowed in the lifeboat. 

“Good!” he said with satisfaction. “That 
should be enough. Now I'll perform my 
part of the bargain.” 

Afterward Manvaruk kissed his hands 
and said wistfully: “I would be afraid to 
leave my island were it not for you, 
kratouna. But the thought of your love, of 
being with you always, gives me courage 
to go. I shall meet you at the boat just 
before the sky turns light.” 

He got dressed and said roughly: “For- 
get it, kid. You aren’t coming with me. 
That was a screwball idea. The open sea 
is no place for a girl. Besides, you're better 
off here among your own kind, Manvaruk.” 

Joe Groves returned to his hut, the 
girl forgotten now, though he could still 
hear her muffled sobs in the icy night. He 
fell into a sleep of utter exhaustion. In 
the hours that remained before dawn one 
dream threaded through his mind. 

He saw himself far out at sea, in a 
sturdy boat headed for civilization. Any 
country would do, friend or foe, just so 
he was away from Arpertileq Island. Now, 
in his fantasy, the unhappy man positively 
reveled in the notion of being alone at 
sea. 

Whatever the hazards of the Arctic 
waters, nothing, he felt, could be as bad 
as what he had endured with these wom- 
en. And yet, Groves realized, coming 
awake with a start, nobody would believe 
his story. 

His friends would say: “Joe, you're nuts! 
Marooned with fifty women and _ hating 
everything about the experience? You 
must be nuts!” 

To hell with them. They could think 
what they wanted. Just a few hours from 
now he would be out of here for good. 
He felt like shouting in exultation. 

Joe Groves bundled up in his fur skins 
and slipped away from his hut. He hur- 
ried down to the pier, walking softly so 
the snow would not crackle and betray 
him. He climbed into the Marwinda’s life- 
boat and checked the provisions the girl 
had put aboard. 

The man looked at the rows of unlighted 
huts and smiled. Wouldn’t the women be 
surprised to find him gone! Thank God, 
they would be asleep for some time yet. 
They wouldn’t be able to pursue him in 
their oumiaks, for there was a heavy fog 
on the water. 

As he dipped his oar a huge rock crash- 
ed just short of his lifeboat. Startled, he 
looked up in dismay. The embankment 


above the pier had suddenly come alive 
with women. They were at every catapult, 
shouting and loading, and the would-be 
escapee found himself in a curtain of rocks 
and heavy stones descending on his body, 
the boat, the near-by jetty. 

One fusillade shook his boat and threat- 
ened to swamp it. A smaller stone smacked 
his shoulder; the pain was excruciating and 
he whimpered in agony. Another rock 
hurtled down and broke his right wrist, 
making it useless for rowing. Still another 
missile split open his forehead, so that 
blood ran down his cheeks, blinding him. 

Groves slumped forward until his 
bloodied head touched the bottom of the 
lifeboat, which was leaky now from rock 
punctures. The craft was beginning to 
founder in the shallows. 

“Let me go,” he moaned. “Just give me 
a sporting chance to be free.” 

But a rock bigger than any before— 
it was larger than a basketball—plummeted 
down on his back. Timersit, who had sent 
the great stone winging toward the boat, 
smiled happily as Joe Groves shuddered 


and fell into the water. He was dead now | 
- like Kranorsak, like the other white men, 


like Shik Shik. 

We can suppose Timersit told Man- 
varuk: “The kratouna has gone to meet 
his spirits. You were right to come and 
tell me of his plans to leave, Manvaruk. 
I shall not punish you for encouraging 
him. Instead, I shall let you fetch the first 
gourd of water for the freezing pit in 
which this kratouna shall be placed. It is 
a great honor for you!” 

The aratavik—her necklace of skulls 
jingling—shuffled over to the gigantic ice 
cube and peered at the cadaver inside. 
She grunted in satisfaction to Timersit, 
who proudly pointed out how well the icy 
embalming had preserved Groves’ fea- 
tures. 

“See, old revered one, how proud he 
looks, the set of his chin, how broad and 
sturdy are his shoulders! In years to come 
we shall show this husband to our daugh- 
ters and our granddaughters, and the ac- 
counts of his love-making and strength 
shall be handed down to others, just as 
you carry tales of our tribe in your head.” 

The wrinkled old woman smacked her 
gums and sucked at the frozen head of 
a salmon. She sighed wheezily and turned 
away from the big ice block. Unblinking, 
the white man’s eyes seemed to follow 
her. She made an ancient sign of supplica- 
tion to the tribal gods to ward off his evil 
eye. 

A cluster of girls gathered around the 
aratavik to hear her next words of wisdom. 
Finally she discarded the salmon and 


‘spoke thoughtfully. “Eei-ai! Yes, the kra- 


touna was a fine male specimen, the best 
I have seen in my 80 moons on this island. 
He was a man of men and brave to the 
end. You women of Arpertileq Island will 
wait long before you are visited by an- 


other such one. This kratouna truly had 


the endurance of a walrus—so the younger 
women have told me.” She cackled and 
returned to her hut. 

Had Joe Groves been alive to hear her 
raspy words, he would have appreciated 
the aratavik’s compliment. But his ears, 
like his eyes, were plugged forever by the 
permanent ice of his tomb. THE END 
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